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j6s'e!pH AD'dISON, Efq. 



SIR, 

THIS-poetn prefuraes to throw itfelf at your feet, as 
a piece more wmorting yourpfote^lioto, than worthy 
of yotttt patronage* --But k-w-as Dcccfiaryfor young au- 
thors, who ftiould be confoioaft of th^irimperfeftrous/ to 
ikreen ckenafelves under grear named; ^9' it has been 
always natural Co criminals^ 'to ily to » fatidtuary. 

Permk me the»,^ Siff-more thuan to hdpfea^ (Helter i to 
promife royfelf fome reputation from this honour. Or> 
eren ^ould the world determine of my performance to 
my difadvantage ; the fatisfadion I take in being allowed 
the privilege of this addrefs, yields me more pleafure* 
than their cenfurecotild|;ireVne'painv ' ^- - 

But I am fo far from eritertainingatty fears of its mif- 
aittriage;- that if my own partiality and the judgment of 
tbofe chofen friends > 

•\ - - 

y^^ihus hac^ fint qitaltacumque^ arridere velimf 

have not coisibired to deceive me in its favour: I may 
prefumc/thatliitle merit they are pleafed to alFow it, will 
be my beft excufe for pretending, in this public man* 
ner, to declare myfelf, 

SIR, 

Your mofi obedient 

Humble fervant. 



LEW. THEOBALDr 
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A C T I. 

SCENE^ lefi^fiJbe Royal Pajpfce if Myccn«i 

Gonremor of Oreftes. Oreftes and Pylades- 

i^H, fon of AgamemnoQj. (be who once, 

\J Sup«9flS)&}n power, led^urvidorieus' Greeks 

To Troy's deftrui^on ;). h^nce may you forvey 

The objedt of your Jong» your ardent willies t 

Behold your n^ve Argps i here, the grove j 

Of Inachus's want)*iing frantic daughter : , 

And here, .iho fam'd Lycfoan Forum Ihinds^ 

Ereded to the glorious god-of day ; 

1 hts, on th^e£t, \% Juno's awful temple f - 

Around the glitt'ring.tow'ra of rich Mycenae^ i>» 

"With the dire houfe of bloody Pelops rife. 

Thence I re^eiv'd you from your fitter's arms^ 

Snatch'd from the tate in which your father fell j 

I took, preferv'd, and nouriili'd you till now^ 

ISc^^grow the kectt avenger of his blood t i^ 

Butnow, Oreftes,andyou, Pylade«» ' 

The dearefl partner of hi® cares, betimes 

We mufl determine what our caufe requires^ 

For fee, the chearfuMight begins to dawn j 

Tiie warbling birds falute the early fun; id 

And ev'ry ftar faints in his fuller glory. 

E'er then the biify learch of jealous eyes 

Prevent, let^s fix our counfels ; hafty time 

Cuts off all flow 4ehate, and calls for a<^ion% 

rOreJl. T.hOu trueft friend that ever ferv'd his prince,, x^ 
How does thy love to itie filine'ou^colIfpicuou• I 
And, as the gfn'rouSlfteed whcnweidc with-age,. 
Surts into rage» and ftehts the diftant. battle>; ' . 
So you^ though 4)fef»*d. with .yeirsv work up our fouls . 
T6 £k(ne. axid follow in the glorious chafe.. 30: 

* . A3 Ta, 



6 ELECTRA. 

To thcc m^ purposed ven^ance I'll difclofe. 

Bo thou with deep attention mark my words ; 

And where my youth (hall err, with wifdom guide it* 



35 



Know, when I went to aik the Pythian god 
What method I (hould take in my revenge. 
He thus in exprefs terms fpoke his high pleaflire : 
Clofe be thy vengeance ; no loud force prepare ; 
But fleal upon th' unguarded murderer. 
Therefore do thou, my venerable friend^ 49 

As foon as kind occasion will permit^ 
Enter the palace ; dive into their counfeb ;. 
And find out means for thi» our great attempt t 
For rev'rend age has plowM thy features up, 
And bent thee to the earth, that thou (halt pafa ^ 

' Succefsfully unknown, and unfufpe6kd. 
Then form a tale like this;*-^hat thou artfent 
From Phocis, from Phanoteus, to rdate, 
(For he's their porent friend^ th«r dear ally)' 
Nor fpare an oath to back the licensed fraud' ^Of 

And win belief, how poor Oreiles periih^d ; 
Whirled from his chariot itv the Pythian game9» 
This be the fum and fubje^ of thy errand ; 
Mean while, as the great Lycian god injoin^d^ 
We, with oblations and devoted hair, g>^^ 

Will pleafe my father's (hade, and erown his tomb* 
That done, here let us meet ; and in' our hands 
Bear to th^ inceftuous court the brazen urn, 
Which lies conceard in yonder verdant thickets;: 
Thus by an artful fraud refembling truth, 6» 

We may convince them of the pleafing news- 
Tbat I am dead ; that thofe are^the remains 
Of my burnt bones, rak'd from the fun'ral pile*. 
Why (hould I grieve to be reported dead. 
While I rife fairer from that death- fuppos'd 65 

To nobler life, to happinefs and fame ? 
Nor can the tale which profits, prove dlfa((rou»^. 
Oft have I heard of men-, for wifdom lam'd^ 
Hevive and flourifh from imagin'd tombs, 
To^ freft renown, and more iUufioous triumphs* 7a 

So on my foes from death at once I'll rife, 
Glare like a meteor, and with terror blafl^them.. 
But, Oh, my country, andyejgenial gods, 
Kecdve me profp'rous, aod 9&&my purpofc I 

And 
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And tbou, patemaldome, to thee I come, 7 j 

Seat from the gods to rid thee of pollution. 

Oh, drive me not difhonourM from this land! 

But fix me happy ia my Cher's thn>ne, 

And make me but the fcourge of ufurpation^ 

I aik no more !— But now, my good old friend*, to. 

Support the u& which thou haft undertook :. 

We, Pylades, wiH hence, timepreifes hard ;: 

Time, on whofe friendly call the iilues hang, 

Of all our mortal a^ons. 

£kS. Oh ! my fortune 

[Groanihgfrem within^. 

G*v. Hark t furc I heard thevoice of female forrow. 85; 

Qrefi. Think you, 'twas not the poorEle^tra groanM t 
Say, (hall we iiay and liden to her anguiih }- 

Gov. Not for the world-:*— —Begin we from the god ;, 
And his commands fulfil : with due oblationa ' ' 

Appeafe, invoke the manes of your fire : 9<9» 

From hence we ihall the hop'd event derive,. 
And draw arhleffing oitthe pious work. 

\Extunt Orefies and Pylades at one doar^ Gomernof and^ 
Attendants-at another^ 

s<: E isTE ir. 

Bk^.\Alone.li Oh, facred lig|it, andj Oh, tfiou am«»; 
bientair, 
How have ye witaefs^d' to my conftant f6rrows4 
How havrye fe€» tfcefe hands, in rage of grief, 9 J 

Harrow and bruife my fwoln^ and'bleeding bofom V 
While each new mom* was biased with my woe : 
How have the circlibg nights heard my defpair 1 
How have my walk^ and hated bed* been curf^,. 
And echo'd to my fHll^ repeated anguifli ! it70. 

My fighs, my groans for my unhappy fire^ 
Whom bafl>'rou8 climes ana" cruel brittle fpar'd'r 
Whom battle fpar*d) bwc whom my mother flew t 
She and her partner of aduk'rous joys^ 
Accurft .^gydhus,. with a^murth'ring axe 10$. 

Splitting his temples, cleft the hero down t. 
iCdentlefs, ar the woodman does an oak*. 
And none, but I, or pities or complains ;- 
Nolle but £k£tni mourns for thee|. Oh, father^ 

Witir 
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Without regard ta lUAm^ orjM^y txuKd^rM >f . >r^ 

And 1, while ji/e r^m^lp^, yvilX oherjlfo g^A^U 

Each riling morn^.^iful ^^cti^d^fcending nighft t% 

Shall hear my moan:, for. with incefl'^tiorrow^ 

Like the ^idoighnngale robbed qf her.youpg^ • . i 

£efore my father's &(X8 yli plaintive ilaod ; 1 1 j 

And my loud wrongs j}^pcla^i^) toeY'ry.eai:. 

Ye realms ofj^luto^^^iiy^jf gi^my «PofeFt t . 

Infernal Hermes ! You, my popeat C)Jtff^ 1 

And awful furies, d^iighXersLjotf thq gods^ 

Qehpld thergreat^are fjf^lcn, unjuflly naln ! &20 

And vile adult'ry fl&ins tii&rroy^l couch I 

Oh 9 nfe, aiSfif , r^yengea mmrd^/'d king« 

Send nie my brother, n^y Qreft^s hither^ 

fo.eafe my fQrr9ws, a^^-^^^^ear his, part -t,., 

For, dhl 1 link beneath the dire oppreifioir. zs j; 

S'C.P N E III. 

Ele6lra «»</ Chqrus. 
''^■€!ho. Thou ofispring of a moft unworthy mother, 
Uncomforted EleSra ! wherefore Hill 
Dofl thou with flreaming,eye^ apd piercing groans 
For ever mourn thefate or AgamemnOn ? 
Iiydul^.affiidtign^ nor jpermit tjiefp^ce 13a 

Ot intervemng years to wipe away ^. ^ 1,. 
The mem'iy ot th9fe.fear(e§ s^d ieitj?il^«rt«r ^y y /<..•: 
Th^t caught his noye life ?^ — 7-0b»tt)ay the mao^' 
If juftic^ yi^arrant my deyolipg pr^yp:, ,:,i I . . \ . - 
That wrought his ?nd^ fall by ^h^ lijcc fui:fari&;l,. . i j j: 

EleB.' Oh, gen'rous[j maidst and worthy yout. high 
Kindly you come to foften my diftrefs ;. [births ;. 
I^now you do, to charm n>e^nito com fprt*. , . 
But, Oh ! I muft be deaf i;9 the inchantment ; 
Nor ever ceafc to mourn my^wrerchedfather* i 14a 
Therefore J mi^\. conjure. you by our friendfhip ^ 
By all ycur tenc'er officios of Jo^ve r 
litpe indulge niy lears,.. an/d be a.wretch;- 
Nor urge me to reipit.my niftof forrpw- .. i.i 

Cho. But yer, no^pr^y^PAi^;? tears, canfoftcn death; 14^ 
Or bribe th* unpkying.Ha^cs to uni9Qk ,* ■„ ^j-- 
Earth's commoi\ priipjj , ^Pii^fpAd.badtjftPWr father.- 
Y<ty fond o£ woe aiid unayailing paffion^, 

Thau 
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That hourly wades and preys upon your health. 

You mourn the ills which mourning will not cure* 150 

Why do you court immod'rate forrow thus ? 

Ele^^ They mufl he, fure, infeniible and fiupid. 

That can forget a murder'd parent's death. 

Let roe be rather like the wailing bird, 

The murm'ring herald of approaching fpring, 155 

Who Itys ever, murder'd Itys, mourns. 

Thee, Niobe, my heart efteeras a goddefs ; 

Thou monument of unexampled forrow ! 

Loft to thy fex, and hardened to a flone, 

Thou ftill art Niobe, and weep*ft for ever ! tho 

Cho. Have you, Eledra, only caufe to mourn ? 

Are there not thofe have equal right to grieve ? > . 
Though you furpafs them in immodVate tranfports* 

How does Chryfothemis fupprefs her anguifh ? 

And how Iphian&iTa bear her pain ? 16 j 

Or how Oreiles droop in fecret exile ? 

EkB, Happy Oreiles, when the glad Mycenae 

Views him returning to his rightful throne ; 

Sent by the fweet diredion of the gods ! 

WhiUl I exped him with unwearied hopes, .1 70 

Childefs, and defolate, debarrM of wedlock, 

Diflblv'd in tears, and worn away with anguifh* 

But cruel he, regardlefs of my pain, 

Forgets my love and ardent invitations : 

Yet has he.footh'd me flill with fla|tYmg tidings ; 17 j 

RabM me to hopes, in vain, of his arrival ; 

Too o-edulous ^opes ; for, Oh ! he will not come !— 

Cbo. Defpair not, lady, for ther6 reigns above 
A potent God, that overlooks mankind; 
To his dirediing hand fubmit your anger ; ^ xSo 

Nor let your tranfports fwell to wild diftradtion $ 
Nor let your juil refentraencs die forgotten : 
For ling'ring time knows his redrefling hour. 
And he who flays on Crifa's verdant (hore, 
Grea^ Agamemnon*s fon, back'd with the pow'rt 1(5 
Of blood-avenging Erebus, will come ; 
Will come with fury, and redrefs your wrongs. 

EleSi. Much of my life has been already fpenf, 
And fed on nought but unavailing hopes ; 
I can no longer bear the uneafy £ite, 190 

An orphan^ .unfupport^, weak, and friendleft \ 

I UsM 
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J ys'4 li^e a menial in my father's houfe : . < 

' ikobb'd of all rigjits of birth And princely ftatc ; 
Clad in .th(5fc homely weed^ qf , wretchcdnefs. 
And fed with offals fron^jh'. imperial table. . . 19^ 

Cho, Oh, difmal.iivas xHut^ welcome of his triumphs I 
Mournful return I And, Oh I that.bddal room. 
To which the unrufpe^itj|;.huibgndivent. 
And met the fydden ^xc !, Accurfftd ftrokc ! 
By fraud concerted^ and. by. luft performed ; 20a 

Adult'rous luft with ^r<;^cheryjcombin'd 
In horrid mixture for the horrid ad ; 
Whethej: f<?mq go4 or manjinsfpir'd the paffion ! 

EkB, Oh, day moH hated: of the rolUng yearl 
Oh,, black«l]t night! Aad, .Oh» prodigious griefs 20 j 
Which ftojvy f|-om th^t unutterable A^t^X ^ jsou • 
When both their hands. upQn my father ilr^ick, 
To fpeak their union, and m^ke munkr fure* 
I too i^as flruekf. undone by. that dire blow. 
And agonizing death lies heavy on me ! ' > i a 10 

But may the groat Olympian god, may Jove, ; 

. Repay their, treafon withiUll growing aogqifh ! 
Let no (hort interval of gladnefs cheacthem^. . 
But guilt and blapk remorfe haunt them for ^vertv '. . 

Ci;j. No more luphworda of outrage.^ cajltamiod 215 
From what a flatc. of . cafe your rage has thrown you» 

. And p^uird down woe by wilful provocation : 

"finough of fprrow has thy foul endurr'd(> 
By bearing up and buffeting the tempcft^ ' ' ^ »•' 

Believe it vain t' affaii vidlorious vice, . . 220 

And tempt the rugged hand of tyrant powV. 

r> ^Ek^, Such itreaions fure.demand fuchloud complaints ; 
My heaft is confcious of it^ fwelling^ rage : 
Yet danger (hall not fcare me from thispljafure,^ 
But while L live, I will. devote the wretches, 325 

From whom, ye dear, companions of my grief, 

'^Iq fucb extremes of woe, A:an Jendare' 
The voice of con&lation or advice ? - 

Ceafe, ceafc your ftrains of juriprev^iling comfort 8 
For nefier mu(i my labours fkdan endj 2^0 

Never muA I have trupe with my-affiiftions : 
But be a faithful wretch, and weep tor ever. ^ 
C6<?. Alas !— My love^ like a fond njother^ pleads • • 

To 
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To calm your l^reaft ; left yourdtft^giperMwmtli . 
Should be ti:e parent of Ml gfeater troubles. 2^^ 

Elc^. Oh! Canmyinsadflftftof'an mcreafe? . 
Can piety forget a father's murder? 
What men, what harb*T0U8 natiotis, fay it can ? 
Oh, let me not be l^onourM in their thoughts J 
No : were I to be match -d to 6) me fuch tame 340 

Forgiving fc»u|, I would nQt let th^ foft 
Uojufl infeAiori, clog my.towVLng rage ; 
Nor for a moment flop my (hiill-tOiigu'd^rief, 
Which flies to gratify my father*s /fhade J 
For- if my noble father unrcveng'd, ' 245- 

Mufl: moulder into duU, and be forgot; 
Whilft they, triumphant in their happy guilt, 
L^ugh at the lame revenge that cannot reach them, 
Farcwel to virtue ; let religious awe 
No more reft rain mankind, hwt putrage flourifti ! 250 

Cho. In yours and in our own .behalf .we came, 
T'exprefs our duty, and aiTctageybur woes 5 
But if our words difpleafe your ;princely mind. 
You mufl overcome, and we fuUiiit in filenoe. - 

Eie^. I l?lufh to think, that ray uneafy load 2§S 

Of grief, (hould f^etn immpderat^oj- flrain'd 1 . 
Forgive ra,y ftrong necegity of {Qrrqw^ 
What virgin^VeiW*f(Fe^de<J> iSoalil.bphpId . 
Her father's wropga; and pot lik§in« ifefcnt I , 
Could fee the never^^dii^g ills J fe^,/: . Z^O • 

That fprotft.each hour, and blQiJ<>i» on -each other : 
While from tl\e. hand of hqr wh6|;av^ me lifcp . 
The ^iercing.fhfift is feat tfiat^woupds my foul. 
And while within flfjyrfaUi$r!$-l^ur'd houfb, . 
lamconflrain'dtodwp^ ufi^'^hiiO0airi,pB; • ; . 26 j 

Infulted by them, and obl|gf4 1^ t^ike 
T^e^eans of lij^^oip'^heqii 0% yield to fanpuae< 
Oh !" what ali£feinutt.you Wkye Xidrag ; 
What tortures bear,.-diiii4iW>, when I fee 
iBgyflhusfeated in m^ fachet's'lhrone ; ' ^^<^ ' 

Dreft in the fame impei^al tobes of fkte ; 
Aod pouring fortlr oblations ob that fpot, 
W^re qoce thei blood of AgaiiH^i\oii flo^^M > 
But, Oh ! what 4^ggers. mail divide my fottl» 
When I behold thctjaftgr^aj injury ;' 2^^' 

The rode aflaffin iii my father's bed^ 

And 
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And guUty mother^s arms ? If virtue fuffer 

Tb call her mother, who with rank offence 

Has injurM nature in her facred laws. 

But fhe enjoys the wretch defbrmM with blood, ito 

Nor fears the furies round th* adult'rous bied ; 

But with a wicked triumph at the faL% 

Searohes impatient for the welcome day 

Whereon my father fell; Oh, horrid thought! 

And when n comes, in wanton revels, plays, 385 

Feafts, dances,. and with impious facrifice, 

Thanks all the gods for the fuccefsful muider. 

While I, a forc*d fpeftator of their riot, 

(In mock'ry call'd the feaft of Agamemnon) 

In fecret mourn ; nor am allowM to vent 

The anguifh of my laboring heart in freedom : 2^ 

For (he, with watchful and ungenerous hatt, 

£yts my didrefs, and thus upbraids my pain. 

Thou fcorn of Hcav'n ! Have none but thou been grievM ? 

Art thou the oftly onewhofe father dyM ? 

Be trebly curd, and may th* infernal pow'rs 295 

Never releafe thee from the \<roe thou*rt fond of. 

Sttch IS her language ; — but whene'er fhe*8 told 

Orefles foon will come, then, then (lie raves. 

And bellows loud, — Thou fource of all my cares, ^00 

This is thy work. Who ftol*ft Oreftes from me-,' 

And Durfs'd him up to be thy mother's ruin : 

But thou fhalt pay the piich of all mv fears. 

Thus does (lie taunt ; while heriliuOriou3;fpoure 

Stands by her (ide, pleas'd, and provokes the contcfl : 305 

That trifling coward, that difgrace of manhood, 

Who only wars in conlbrt with a woman. 

Bqt While I wait to feeOre((e8 here, ' - 

To end my griefs and refcue me, I (fie ! - 

His vengeance (leeps by ail unkind delay ; 310 

Nor leaves me preient hope or future comfort, - 

To flatter woe, and keep my foul alive. 

In fuch a ftate 'tis hard to be difcreet ; 

And not accufe the unailifling gnods ; 

For in fuch ills our pafiions wiu tranfgrefs, 31^ 

Rife with out fuiFVings, and like them grow boundlefs ! 

C/jor. Tellme, Eleftra, is iEgyilhua nigh ? . 
Wfeo might, if he o'cr-hcard, rcfcnt my words. 

Ele/f. 
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EleB. Ob, think notlfliould tade thefe geatle freedoms 
If he were nich ; but, guiltlcfs of /ny joy, 320 

He travcrfes the verdant fields of Argos. ' 

0f0. With greater confidence I then (hall fpeak ; 
Nor fear to aik the things I long to know, 

EleB. Secure from danger, a& me what you pleafe. 

Cho. Then tell me of Oreftes, will he come ? 325 
Or is there ftill a caufe to keep him back ? 

Ele^* He fays he comes, but does not what he fays, 

Cbo, I mpor<rant actions move but (lowly on; 

EleH* I mov'd not ilowly when I iavM his life* 

Cbo. Fear not; his virtue will not f^il his friends. 33© 

EleS* In that belief I have protraded woe. 

Cho^ No more 1 fee Chryfothemis approach ; 

Your fifter, Madam, this way bends her fteps. 
And in her hands l9ie bears fepulchral offerings* 

S C E N E IV. 

Chiyfothemis, EleAra, andChanju 
Chry/. ^Why will you, fiftcr, at this public gate, ^^^ 

Repeat your grievance in fuch clam'rous accents ? 

Nor let experience teach you to difcard 

A« impotent and unavailing paffion ? 

BeUrve.that I am confcious of our wrongs ; 

And would« if I had pow'r. attempt revenge, 340 

And let my ilrong refentment Hand confefs'd : 

But when our weaknefs dictates to our wrath, 

'Tis wifer to fubmit with lowered fails, 

Than to collect the dorm and tempt de(lru<fllon. 

Thus would I counfel you to ftifie rag^ ; 34^ 

Though I confefs your indignation juft ; 

But if or life, or liberty be dear, 

We mud obey and ftoop to rugged powV* 
EleS' 'Tis bafe that you, from fuch a father fprung, 

Should in neglect of his forgotten worth, 3^0 

Side with the faction of ah impious mother: 

For all your counfels are by her prefer! b'd, 

And fpeak her pleafure but at fecond hand. 

Unheeding girl, confefs, and chule thy crim*. 

That thou, or know*ft not, or forgeti'fl thy duty. 3^5 

You faid but now, if you had pow'r to hate, 

B To 
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To'h^Q to purpofe, you'd avowr your ^ng<r ; 

Yet when I ftrugglc to revenge my father. 

Far from affifting, you obilru^ my work. 

Is not thi$ ppM'ardice, or fomethiog worfe ? j6o 

Tell me what great advantage would arife. 

Should I fufpend my grief, and put op gtadne(a ? 

Do I not live, though ill the life I lead ? 

Ill as it is, It is enough for me : 

Whilft ew*ry<iay I interrupt their jqyai 365 

Contending ilill to pleafe my father's ihadft 

If the deceasM are capable of ple^fure* 

While you, whofe words profefs fiich fpecioui hate, 

A^ in concurrence with the murderers. 

But would they give me all my fiber's gifts, 370 

And all the ornamen's in wl^ch you ibbe ; 

I would not yield a inomcDt to thei9.— — ^No : 

LiCt coftly banquets load your wanton table. 

And your foft life in delicaci^ fiqw ; 

Give me the raeaneft neceflary food, \ 315 

The virtue which has. eam'd, (hall think it rich. 

And add a fweetnefs to the homely diet. 

I fcorn the guilty honours you have purchas'd, 

And fo fliould you in wifdom 2 but, Oh, fliame ? 

You court difgr^ce, and when you mie^ht be flil*d 380 

The gloWousdJaughtcr of the bcft of fathers, 

Yott are the mother's, her diftingaifh'd darling ! 

Thus at the price of cenfure, yau betray 

Your friends," and fell the blood of Agamemnon !— 

C/jo. For Heav'n's fake, let not anger grow between, 
you ^ .3^5 

Yoaboth {'peak well, and both may be improved, 
If you will join, and by each other profit. 

C^ry. This language I am us'd to, friends, from her, 
Nor had I no\Y provok'd the repetition ^ 
But that I heard aij evil threaten her, 390 , 

Which would at once end ihefe inceflant wailings, 

Eleff. Name It ; and if you can pronounce an horror 
GiTater than thefe I feci, I will obey you. 

C/jry, Take then the fum of what I can inform you ; 
Unlefs you calm thcfe pal!ions, they refolve ^<^^ 

To force you hence, where you (liall ne'er behold 
The chearful light of duy, but lie confined 

In 
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In fomc damp gtoofny i\ibreiTanean prifoh, 

Far from this country ; there to groan unheard. 

And breath your forrows 'midd unw^ olfolne vapours. 400 

Bur, Oh, be wife; prevent the threaten'd woe; 

Nor blame your fifler, who with early care 

Would labour to divert th* unripe deftru^tion. 

JS/fA And havethey then determined thusagainft me? 

Chry^ As foon as e'er Agyfthus (hall return. 404 

MlcH, Oh, may the threatcn'd mifchief wing him hi- 
ther! 

Cljfy^ What horrid wiili is this, unwary maid? 

EleB^^ That he would coTne and execute his malice. 

Chty. Ha ! Are you loft to fenfe ? What would you 
aim at ? 

BJeB. That 1 might fly from all of you,a6 far . 4xa 
A» earth has boundn. ■ 

Chry. ■ ■ " • • — RcfpeA j'Ou not your life ? 

EkH. This life is wond*rous beautiful indeed, 
fit to be car'd for ! 

Chry Were you Wife It mighr. 

EM. Teach me not, fiftef, to betray my friends. 

Chry. I teach yOu hoi:, but to obey fuperiofs. 415 

JE/r<f?. *Ti8 youfs to flatter, I have no fuch foul. 

Chvy. ^Tis prudent not td throw our lives a%ay, 

^UB. But glori6US to rdigti them for a father; 

C&»> Our lather would not wi(h us topurfae 
Rcvengt at that rafh hazard— ^ 

EUH. Cotvards only, ^ 420 

And fearful fouls, applaud fuch tirtiVous mdxiftTs. 

thty. And will you not be cautionM *gainft affli^ion ? 

EUB. No :' fer 1 would n<Jt cjuite forego my reafori. 

Cbry. Then I have done, and will purfue my orders. 

EhSI. What ordeit! And to whom thefe fun*ral 

rites? 42^ 

thty. The qucett enjoins me on my father's tomb. 
From her to make libations. 

EleH, —How! from her? 

To make libations ^ tliat hated man ? 

Chry, To hira (he kl)l'd, forfojou wotlld infer. 

)^kH, By wh6m pcrfuad6d, whofe advice was this ? 430 

Chry. • Tis tbfe tefult of a ftofturnal fright. 

• ii><^, Oh^ all'j^gpitstff Ai-goB, aiameIlowJ-- 
B a Cbry. 
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Cbry^ What grounds for hope derive vou from her fears ? 

Ek^, Tell me the vifion, and I'll then rcfolvc you. 

Cbry, Alas ! I know but little 

Ele^. " Tell me then 43^ 

That little ! Little fcntences and words 

Have often rais*d, and ruin'd men as oft. 

Chy» 'lis whifper'd, that (he faw our father come 
Again to Kght, and feem'd once more his wife? 
That he took in his hand the regal fccptcr, 440 

(Which once he bore, but now ^gyfthus bears) 
And fix'd it in the earth ; whea ftrait there fprang 
From it a thriving branch, which flour ifhM wide. 
And over-fiiadowM all Myccna's land. 
This did I learn from one who was at hand^ 44 jf 

When to the rifing fun flie told her vifion, 
To deprecate it's omen. More I know not. 
But that thefe rites are owing to its horrors, 

£/t'^. Now I conjure you, by our genial gods,. 
Obey me ; fall not into rafli ofience ; 450 , 

But, e'er it be too late, avoid pollution. 
And, dcareft filler, let ro part of thofe 
Defign'd oblations touch my father's tomb ; 
For 'tis not juft, to bring his injur'd (hade 
UnhallowM off 'rings from an impious hand : 
But give them to the winds ; or hide them deep ' 4^; 
In earth, at did ance from his aweful tomb. 
Let the earth keep them for her fun'ral honours, 
The fittcft off 'rings to adorn her grave. 
Had flie^not bg^n the vilefl of her fex, 
She would not facrifice to him fhe flew. 460 

How do you think his injur'd ghoil will bear 
To talle the offerings which are fent by her \ 
W^io, not content to rob him of his lite, 
Mangled and hack'd him to difarm refentmcnt ; 
And ftrove to wipe th' abomination off. 465 

Will impious offerings fatisfy for murder B 
And weak libations purge the guilt of blood } 
No ; fling th' offenfive facrifice away ; 
And from our beads let each prefent a lock 
Of fupplicating hair : too mean the gift ! 47 • 

But all I have to give, except this girdle f 
Which take, however plain and unadornM. 

?roftraie, 
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Pcoff rate, invoke him to a? SI from earth ; 

To come propitioue and deftroy out foc#^ 

And fend Orcftes, with avenging forced -' 47f 

To flrike the holfilc tj? rants to the earih : 

Then dull we richer iacnficcs pay. 

And crown his aflies with more grateful otf^rings^ - 

m^ heart fuggelts, the care of our rereogc 

Bmploya hU ^hoA, and fent the hideous dream : 48a 

Therefore, my filler, aid the gen'roua work ; 

The caule of you, and inc, and that dear nia% 

Our common parent, who is now no more. 

C/j0. The virgin fpcaks with pietyi and you 
In wifdom (hould pertorm the duteous office. ' 48^ 

Cjby, I will : for 'cis a vain and fcnfclcfs flrife^ 
For two to differ in a work that'^ juft. 
And aiks dt I patch. But now that 1 confent^ 
fey Hcav'n ! you muft be fiient, friends ; for iif 
M' in raged mother iliould dil'cover ought, 49a 

I might have caufe to laour^ the bold attempt^ 

[JSjeit Chryibthcinis» 

SCENE V. 

CHORUS.. 

£lei5tra rmaim oh ibefiagi tyyhih thk 0jorusjtngs. 

I. 

0Mr» Or lify^ praphetrc fdul mrftafktWt 
Or I in hopif froWr neatfott e^ ; 
^ Ot- vengeance fwift adVahcfej m*k^s, ' 
Upon «h^ co<tfcWttce*?toirtite<l frrtf rterif; - 49 j^ 
Daughter, (becomes ; (he comes away 
With |]^wTr.«nd juiikdin irr^fy ; 
l^m ftrong in hope, the boding dredm. 
The herald of her aweful terrors came. 

The king^s rcfentments (hall not ceafe, jfoo 
Nor ihall he bury wrongs but in redrefs. 
The vengeful axe that gave the impioua blow, 
I Mindful of th' imperial woe, 

To hell and heav*n calls out aloud 
For retribution, and for blood» ror 

B ^ The 
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11. 

The brazen-footed fury fhall appear 

With hundred fcer, and hundred hands; 
To execute her fell commands. 
Who yet conceals her wrathful fpear. 
CJnfeen fte does her future wprk furvcy, ,g}0 

And hovers o*er her unfulpefting prey. 
For impious a6ts have i^ain'd the royal bed ; i 
Ads at which Hymen Hood difmay'd. 
While by concerted guile beiray'd 
To give adult'ry fcnpc, the hulband bled. 51^ 

But I ' in hope, forefec fome d>e event, 
The threatening vifions of the night 
Shall have their force, nor be content 
To punifli guilt with bare affright. 
Let birds, dreams, divinations lofe their force, £tb 
And folemn oracles no more difcourfe j 
IF this appearance paffes hence 
Without am happy confequence. ' * 

III. 

Oh, inaufpicious chariot-race. 

Which lovc-inftru6ted Pelops won ; 5-? 

What mighty mifchiefs haft thou done,' 

To , this ill-fated place ? 
For e'er fince Myrtilus was thrown 
Headlong from the chariot, down 
The promontory's horrid brow 530 

Ipto the fuffocating furge below ; 

Unnumber'd evils have befall'n the ftatc ; 

And ArgoB felt fucceffive fiorma of fate. 

End of tkc Fiasx Act. 
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-ACT H. 8C B NE I. " " ' 

Clyttame&nf Eledra a/si/ Chorus. 

Clytemnestra* 

YOU'RE free, you think, and now. may walk at largr, 
Becaufc yocr know ^^gyflhus is not lujre ; 

Who would confine your walks, ^not let you range^ . 
'irt) vent your fpltfen, and execrate our friends* ' 

But in his abfeiice you regard not ine ; . g 

I art the thein^ ot your uamanqeVd railings ; 

You brand me with injuilice ; fay, I'm fierce, 

And play the tv rant.ovcr you and yours. 

But I abufe you not ; I only pay 

Your handfomc compiiments to me in kind ; 10 

And, firft infulted, but return reproach. 

And ftill your father is. the ftale pretence. 

As if I ihurdcr'dhim : I did, I own it ; • 

I own I did it ; and 'twas bravely done. 

Jaftice comnianded, and I gave the blow ; ig 

And you, if wife, had helpM the glorious work : 

For he whom you fo obftinately mourn, 

Murdcr'd yoor filler ; he, of all the Greeks 

Could find a daughter for a facrifice. 

And bore to fee her butcher'd. Cruel map ! 2^ 

A ftrangerto the pangs of bleeding natuVe, 

Nor conicious of the pains a mother feels. 

And then, for whom was this fair vi«flim (la'n } 

Was it for Greece ? You will notfurdy fay it ? 

Had Greece the liberty to kill my daughter ? ijf 

Or was't not for his brother Menelaus ? 

(Oh, juftl;r did he die, who killed my child !) 
Had not his brother children of his own ? 
Twasjuftcr far they both had dy*d than fhe; 
Both for their father and their mother dy'd, 5P 

Oa whofe account alone the war began. 
Or did the partial God of Hell prefer 
My daughter's blood tp any fecond victim ? 
Or had your execrable father loft 
A parent's love, but Menelaus nor ? 3|, 

' Do not thefe a^s proclaim him ra{h and iRipious ? 
Whatever you think, mjr cenfure has condemnM him ,* 

And 
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And fo wouM injor^ Ipfaigenia tQ9{ . ' 

Could the departed fpeak* accufe her father* 

I do not theti Mpent of trh^i f dit $ ' 4& 

But if you thiDk I oui<ht, take heed you fpeak 

In terms of calm refpedl, and urge your reafoos* 

£hn^. You cannot plead that you were now prc^ok^d. 
And therefore did retort opprobrious language* ' . 
But migkt 1 be permitted, I would try 4j 

To plead my father's caufe, and fitler*5i too. 
" C/y. You may i and did you always thus addrefsme^ 
Twoiild fpare you that reproach you murmur at. 

Eie^. Firft, you confefs that you my father flew ; 
And can there be a blacker crime that this ; g^ 

The caufe be juft or no ? But that it was not^ 
Pll (hew you \ dravvn by your adultVous love, 
Not for your daughter, out your prefent fpou(e. 
You did the a£ti6n. Afk JDiaaa why, 
Why (lie delayed fo long ttie courted winds f J^ 

Or what the goddefs will not, I will telt you- 
Tis faid, my father, fporting iu her grove,. 
Put up a rtoWe-fpotted branching ilag ; 
And as he chasM and flew the glorious prey, 
In triumph utter M Tome unhappy wOrd. 6a 

The goddefs. to re.vcnge th' infult, detained 
"fhe fleet in Adlis, till my wretched fire 
Should make att)nement with his daughter's blood. 
Thus fell (he ; nor qouXd any meaner bribe 
Purchafe a. wind to fwell their flagging (ails i , 6-^. 

For which, and not for Menelaus's fakci 
^th ftrugglihg farrows and reludhnt pang9^ 
At lafl he yielced to the (acrifice. 
But bad he dbn6 Ir for his broth er^s^ke^ 
Should you have kifl*d him therefore ? By whatlaw ?" /♦ 
Take heed, leil you repent the rules you make >. 
Ify your own la\\ts yourfelf will {{and conderan'd; 
It murder muft with murder be repaid^ 
Juftice will tell you, you arc next to bleed ; • 
Thus ev'n youf own defence was turn'd Agdmtk yoti,^ 7^, 
But tell me, if yoa can, on what account 
Vou now gerlift in execrable guilt ? 
Why have you commerce with the bloody wrctcb,.' 
Who was th* abettor of ydur horrid crime ? 
Why propagate by him alawlefs brood, 80- 

2 And 
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And banifli far into another land 

The virtuous offspring of your hufband's bed ? 

Can this be reconciled ? Or will you fay 

Tkefc arc the fanher proofs of your revenge ? 

•Tis bafe to fay it ; it can ne'er be good 8«j 

To wed a traitor for a daughter's fake.. 

Yet, deaf to juft reproof, you fpurn at counfel ; 

Cry, that 'tis infolence t* upbraid a parent ; 

And ihoot with all the arrows of your tongue. 

I have a miilre{s, not a mother in you, ^e 

Opprefs'd with bardfliips, and condemn'd to all 

That you and your curs'd confort will impofe. 

Nay, fcarce my brother did efcape );our ra^c ; 

Who wears out wretched life in anxious exile* 

The faving whom you oft upbraid me with ; . 9 j 

pVnd £iy, I nouri(h a revenger for you I 

l^nd be afiiir'd, I wanted not the will ; 

Therefore proclaim me to the world at large; 

Brand me with impudence ; call me foul railer; 

The fignal charaders (hall make me known, io# 

And mark me out for.Clytemnefira's daughter ! 

Cbo, I fee, her fierce refentment blazes high, 
Regardlefs whether reafon rules her anger. 

Clj. And what regards can (he receive from me. 
Who thus upbraids and vilifies her mother ? ir j 

Prefumptuous wretch !—— Believe you not, my friends. 
She bas forgot to blufh at any adion ? 

EkS. Oh, you miilake 1— I blufh at what I do ; 
And am too fenfible the words I fpeak « 

But ill become my iktion, age or fortunes ; . no 

But your vilea£tions and mnignaot foul 
Have forc'd me to be rude agaiuil my will f 
For evils fpring and fiouriih by example. 

Ctf» InjurioiU railer ! do my actions teach, 
Do ihey inftrud your tongue to grow offenfive ? 1 1 ^ 

£/r/?. 'Tis your offence that fpeaks ; you do the things. 
Which done, in proper language muft be told. 

Oy. How, by diana, when iBgydhus comes^ 
You fliall not thus infult me unreveng'd. : r 

EleH* You rob me of the liberty you gave ; 120 

You bade me fpeak> but will not hear with temper. 

Cly» Will you not fuff:r me to make oblatioaS| ,. 

&UC 
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But interrupt \nth inaufpkious wordsj 
Becaufe I httde you fpeuk ? 

Ele^, Goon, perf6rm ^ 

Th* intencfcd rites ; I will no lowgtr flop^^ ir j 

Ihe meritorious (^ce, but be filent. 

Cly. Then lift tbcm up the iuppliftnt fruks'6h !itjg^ ; 

Which, offerM to the facrcd God of Day, 
Sliall free i«ve froiii the fears which now I be^.* 
Oh, Phoebus ! thou, whofe hallowM image ftand^ i j» 
Before this palace, hear my hidden fcnfe ; 
1 fpeak not among friends, nor is it fafe 
Here to unA>}d the ftcirets of my heart 
JBefore thy fiKiiant light, when ihe is bj^; . . 

SLeft with her^nyy, a¥id her babMing tongtie^ 13^ 

She fpread the ftory oVer all the <nty. 
iBut hear methus-^The vibon of laH night. 
The doubtfill dft^j whidi ficefpiog I beheld^ 
If it be piwrperburs. Oh, Lyciah Kirtg, 
Fulfil and ratii^ it»kiinHniteRts % 140 

Jf ill) turn all »tsho^reri mi ftty foes ; 
Nor profjier tfeofe w!io^bti!d-dift^ mj' ftate^ 
And plot in private bo ttfedd my po^V^ 
Thus let ifte alwfeys lire, from danger free, 
Awi rule this kingddrii and thi« !ioufc as now \ 14^ 

Jfoitt'd to tfiofe friends to whonri now am joinM ; 
Still crown'd with blifs, and with fuch chiWretx who 
Nor bate, ivM*envk>t](ly vltfhirb my joys. 
Grant this, Apollo, and look^own propitious ; 
Oittnt this, ai«d In the miiniier which I afle : Y^ 

The reft thou knovp'ft, a)tlK»^ I fpeakit not;* 
For gods have pow'r to read our tnitioft thoughts, 
And nought is hidded from.the Tons of jove. 

SCENE IL 

&iKi;fr«^r,Clytema'eftra, £le£lra, tf/2^C^rivj^ 

<?<>«i;. Ye virgins, may a ftratigetliopc \o learn. 
If this tall fabricbe the royal pfilace ? • • *S5 

£:ho. \i\t. ' 

Qq^\ -*-— Attd thh theQtteen.t^hem 1 behold ?" 
H<r dreff tn* pt-rfon fpeak tff imperial rtuiii, ' 
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Cho. You're fight; ^ is die. 

Giw. i ■■TheiihMl, Oh, Que^n ! I come 

To bring you and j^gyAhus grateful news 
From oDe who i& your frienck 

Ciy. — — <-— -I emblrace the news i^^ 

ButAcxt inform me from what friend you come. 

G4fv. From Phocis, ffom Phanoteus, to rtUte 
A bufineftof concern^'^-^' 

Cly. ■ Ftonotince U| ilrtoger ; 

Tfhc man you com© ffom fpeaks the errand good. 

Gov. Ta iUm ii|t ftH, Oredes i« no tnore. 1 6; 

Ele^, Ah, wretcbad maid ! Jt brings me to the grave;: 

C/y. What fatd yoy, iiranger^ Liften not to her. 

Gov, I fay again,- Ovefles is no^ more. 

EkH, I periSi with him, and am too no more ! 

C^. At diiftaiice iiowM " But, ftranger, you pro*, 

ceed. - ' • j^q 

Inftru6l us in the mann^roPhis fate. ■ 

Gotf» To thfe was remp1oyM-*-Kn6tr, mighty Quecn^ 
When young Oreifes at the phiins arrived. 
Where Grecia* celebrates her Pjrthian gamei ; 
Soon as the lierald^s Ihrill -proclaiming voice tj^ 

SuromonM*each champion to the noble fports, 
He enter** the broad IJfts, bright as a god,' ' - * 

Theadmirtdioiief thethron^Wpea^tbrs! ' '; \ 

•TWere endlefs to recount the things he dicl; ' 
Thro* all the ftated courfe of gam & he ran, ijo 

And bore i»triumi)hev*ry prize away. ' ' ^ * 

The happy youth was hymnM by er^ry tongue ; ' * 
Proclaim'd Uloudby th* heraldV voice an Arrive, 
BynameOrciles, Agamemnon^s fon, 
The General of Greece !— And thus he flt)un(h*d« i6j; 
Bat when the gods oppofe the mightipft man. 
The mortal finks beneath th' \meaual matchl 
Fot when the nest fucceeding morn 2Ut)re, 
Changing the nature of the luily oontefts ; 
Orcftes with the rival-troop advanced, 19Q 

And figh*d for conqueft in the chariot-i*ace. 
But Fate decreed notfo ; for \v hen his fteeds, 
TVu^ to his hopes, fiiccefefui wing'd their way ; 
And almoft crown'd htm with the promised prize : 
Turning th^B>alHvkh a miftakcn breadth , 1 9 C 

He 
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He ft ruck unwary on theoutmoficQlumn, 

And broke hb axle (hort— He, with the ihock, 

Fefl from his fi^t, «nd in the twilled harneft 

In tangled hung — Hira, thus precipitate. 

The frighted horfe», with conrufion wild, ^ 200 

Dragg'a to the middle courfe. With yells and (liricks 

The pirying crowd beheld* nnd mourn 'd.tbe youth, 

FaH'n from renown, and lofl to future conqueils ! 

Now dafli'd againfl the |;nMind, and now aloft 

Rebounding niriuus ; till the char ioceert 20; 

(But, Oh« too late 1) ftopp'd his unruly deeds, 

And loos'd him, with unieemly wounds deformM, 

Torn, bruift'd, dis%ur'd, and no longer known 

Tobe\)refles, by his deareil friends ! 

Some Phocian men, appointed to the talk, 2 lO 

Strait burnt his body, and have brought, inurn'd, 

liis duil, the poor remains of all his greatncfs, 

To find a tomb in Kis paternal foiU 

Such was hit death ; how terrible to hear ! 

But, Oh, how more affiiding to the fight J 2x5 

l^he worft of fpetfbcles thefe eyes have feen. 

dMf. Alas ! alas! then all my maker's race 
Are perifh'd, roote^ up, and <^ite extioguifb'd. 

Cfy. Oh, }ove 9 what news ^ this > Of joy, or horror ? 
That crowns with fafety, yet with forrow wounds ; 
Whilfl to afliire my lire, I lofe my Ton. 220 

^0*v, Why does the prefent flory make your fad ? 

Cly. I feel the mother ilruggling in my fouL 

Gonf, Vain and unwelcome then is this my labour. 

C/y. How vain,or tiow unwelcome? Since you come 22 g 
To bring me certain tokens of his deaths 
Who, tho' my fon, and nouridi'd from my breaft, 
Yet who forfook me, like a vagrant fled. 
And chofe a Granger's for his mother's houfe ; 
Who never faw me fincc he left the land j 230 

But, branding me with parricide, he dill 
With rebel menaces has ftabb*d my peace. 
I fcarce have .flept by niglir, or wak'd by d:iy. 
Secure or pleafanc ; but each anxious minute 
Seem'd but a fliort re(>rieve from inftant death* 235 

But this kind morn diiB^urchens me of fear. 
From him, and her ^ from her, the greater plaguy! 

Bccaufc 
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Becaufe domeflic, in tny bofom warm*d, 

Th' ungrateful fcrpcnt fucks mjr Tital blood. 

But hurt no longer by her taunting malice, ifo 

My eafy life (hall flow with plcafurc on# 

Eie^» Wretched Ele(Stra ! — Niaw it's time to mourn 
Thy fate, Oref^es, when thy mother triufnphs 
In thy de(hii6hon thus— —Gods ! is it well ? 

Clym With him 'tis wond'rous well, tho* not with 
thee. .245 

EleB^ Aveni^ng goddefs, hear her contumelies ! 

Cfy, She has already heard, and well detcrmin'd. 

£U^. Ay, nowinfult ; your joys indeed are full. 

Cfy. And can Orefles help to make them lefs ? 

iS/r^f?. No; we muftdropourunperforming anger. 250 

Cly* Oh, ftranjgel-, you, mdeed, deferve our love, 
If you havefilenc'd her malignant clamoun; 

Gov, My talk is finiih'd ; I may now depart. 

Cly, Not fo, my friend ; it would diQionour us. 
And him that fent you, thus to let you go. 2^^ 

£nter the palace, and let's leave this railer 
To howl abroad, and fpread her fluhborn griet 

[Exeunt Clytemneflra, Attendants and Qovemor. 

. SCENE III. 

£le6tra and Chorus. 

EleH* Had fhe the mai^s of forrow? Did the wretch 
Confcfs defpsur, or like a mother mourn ? 
But with malignant pleafure (hilk'd away ! 260 

Dearefl Or^es, how haft thou undone ;iie ! 
Thy fate has kill'd me, ravifli'd all the hopes 
X)n which my foul had fix'd her laft fupport, 
iTliat thou would'ft one day come, and with thy hand 
ftlevenge my father and unhappy me ! 265 

tfow where fhall I retaear, forlorn, depriv'd 
Of thee, and of my father ? Now again, 
I muft be dragg'd to ierve the curfed men 
Who kill'd niy Irrther. Can fwect Heav'n permit } 
' No, by the^ode, I will no longer dwell ^70 

Beneath the hated roof which covers them : 
Bat here on earth will make my humble bed, 
And mourn, till life i% worn away in fadnefs, 

C If 
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If Till a torment, let them kill mc ftrait ; 

For I am fick of life, and fain would die : -JI7 j 

When lii'ois irkfome, death i» a relief. 

S C E N E IV. 

EledrayWffj in the Chorus* 
I. 

Cho. Docs not Apollo Tee ? Will Jove not hear ? 
When will it thunder, if it now be cldir ? 

EUa. Alas 1 my fate— - 

Cho, Why weep'ft thou fo ? , 

EUa. Oh ! 

Cbo. Soften thy tumultuous woe. iSo 

Ele^, You kill me if you ftop my grief. 

Ch0, How? 

EkB, By teaching vain relief. 

^y oiTering comrort to reflore, 

When he in whom I hopM is now no more. 

By fuch unavailing care 28 j 

Y' tnfult my griefs, and aggravate defpair. 

Cho» The fate of Amphiaraiis know, 

By female avarice betray*d : 
A victim to his wife's perfua^ons made : 
But now the monarch in the (hades below-— 290 
Eka. Oh, killing thought ! 
Cho. Immortal reigns ; 

A prophet in th* Elyfian plains. 
EkH. Woe on the caufe ! 
Cho. hj^ woe, indeed. 

On th' accurfed matron's head ! .195 

EU^. But flie too late her treafon rued. 
Cho,* I grant, revenge her crime purfued. 
Elc^i, That injur'd monarch found a fon 
His difcontentcd (hade t' appeafe ; 
But my unhappy (ire has. none 
IlO give the plaintive phantom cafe. 300 

HI. 
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III. 

Cho. Oh, virgin, great is thy diftreft ! 
EUA. Too well I know 

llic weight of my opprefEng woe j 
Of griefs fucceffive, long, and numberlefs ! 
Chon With juftice you of mifery complain. 3c jf 

JE/p5. Therefore ho longer wound my ear 

With Comfort's voice ; nor hope to chear 

My foul, that ne'er (hall tafte again— 
Cho, What fay'ft thou', maid ? 
EUH. — — — — The fweets of peace. 

Ne'er be charm *d to joy or eafc : 3i# 

Now the gen'rous youth is gone, 

Hope and vengeance are un£)ne. 

IV. 

Cho^ Death is the portion of mankind. 

EUB. But not like him, by furioUs courfers borne, 

Bruis'd, disfigur'd, matigted, torn, 31 j 

Shall all a death of horror find } 
Chfi. Dark, unforefeen is fate's furprife. 
Eie0» His fate was unforefeen indeed, 
In a foreign land to bleed ; 

Without thefe hands to clofe his eyes. 3 20 

Clff. Unhappy Prince ! 

Eie^. -— ^ — No obfequies to have; 

Nor weejnng friends to mourn thee to the grave. 

End of the Second Act. . 



AC T III. S C E N E I. 
Chryfothemis, Eledira, add Chorus. 

Chuysothemis. 

FOR joy, my deareft, I forgot my fex, 
Neglefted decency, and ran impatient 
To bring you gt^aceful nevv« ; whofe glad furprife 
Will end (hofe ilU which you fo long have mourn'd. 

C 2 EkA 
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JS/r^, Where canft thou find a cure for my misfor- 
tunes, 5 
On which no beaia of comfort e'er can dawn^ ? 

Cbry, Enlarge thy hopes : Orefles is arrivM ; 
Arrived as furdy as 1 lire to fpeak it. 

Elc£i, Or rather doft thou rave, unhappy girl ! 
And fport with my affiidtions and thy own, iq 

Chry, By all the gods, I do not trifle with you, 
Or dally with your woes, but know he's come. 

£/r<f?, Bv what unerring arguments convinc'd, 
"J^hat you (o flrongly bend to their report. 

Chty, I owe not to report th' uncertain talc, i^ 

But to thefe eyes, that faw th' unerring figns. 

Eka. What figns ? What could'ft thou fee, too cre- 
To kindle this fantaftic fever up ? [d'lous maid ? 

Chry, Hear, I conjure you, ere you quite condemn, 
And judge, if reafon warrant ray aflertion. 30 

EkH. If the relation gives you pleafure,' fpeak. 

Chry. Thus, then : As I approach'd the hallow'd ibmb 
Wherein my father's peaceful alhes lie, 
1 faw the ground with flrcams of milk diflainM, 
Frefii pour'd, >md flowing from the tufted hillocks ; 2^ 
And ail the flowers the genial feafon yields, 
Citrew'd in a circle round the fepulchre. 
1 faw, and wond'red ; and look 'd all around, 
Left any one unfeen fliould fleal upon me, 
y^r.d interrupt my fearch. But when I faw 5D 

All things in folitudc and perfect reft, 
I nearer to the tomb advanc'd, and there, 
Upon the utmbft pile, a lock of hair, 
Freflrcut, in waves was fpread ; when flraight my foul 
Prefented young Oreftcs to my thoughts, - 55 

And whifper'd me, 'twas his which I beheld : 
The tokens of that dear-lovM man's return. 
1 took it up, and fpoke aufjMcious words. 
And my glad eyes o'erflow'd with tears of joy. 
And then my confcious foul bclicvM as now, - 40 

Thofe funVal honours came from none but him. 
To whom but me, or you, belong'dthis office ? 
I did It not, I'm fure ; nor you, I think : 
How could you, who from hence are not allow 'd 
A moment's abfcnce, tho' to worihip Heair'o ? 45 

My 
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My mother-; (he delights not in fuch ads ; 

Nor could Aie do it, but we mull have known. 
None but Oreftes then could pay thefe honour*. 
Have comfort, filler ; not the fame har(h god 
With unremitting ffcry dill purfues ; ^O 

The dorm o'erblowii, a pleaiin^ calm fucceeds ; 
To^ay, perhaps, the low'ring&ene will change. 
Revive our fouls, and brighten them with jgladnefs. 
Ele^. Oh, fenfelefs raptures ! how I pity thee ! 
Cbry. Wh^t ! is the news ungrateful then at laft ? j; 
EkH. You know not where you arei nor what yea 
fpeak, 
' Cbty. Do I not know what thefe my eyes beheld } 
Eleii, Lofe not an hope in fearch of poor Oredes, 
Nor build thy fafctv there ; for he — is dead. 
Cbry. Oh, heavVis! where did you learn the fa^al 
news ? 69 

£/r^. From one who ftood and faw the youth etpire. 
Cbty, I dand amaz'd ! Where is this fatal herald ? 
Ele^. Carefs'd within, and welcome to ray mother. 
Chty. Oh, fatal ! Whofe were all thofe oft' Vmgs then. 
Which gracM my father's tomb ? 

EkH. '. We muftfuppofe 6j 

Some friend ha^ plac*d them there, the monuments 
OfdeadOreftes' love. 

Chry. " Deceitful jo)r ! 

I haded, ravifl^M with the ftrong delight, 

Nor dreamt of this diiaftrous turn of fate. 

But now too well I find our former ills yo 

Maintain their ground, and call up frefh afRi^ions ! 

EU^, Too true th* increafe ; but if you'll learn of me, 
J'lj teach you how we may redeem ourfelves. 
Cbry,, 0^1 can yi^e raife the dead to life again ? 
El€£t, Believe not my coiiceits tow'r up to madnefs. 7 j 
C&ty. What would'fl thou then prefcribe, that I can 
£le^» Relolve ^ut to perform what I advife. [aid in? 
Chry, If to our honour, fear not a repulfe. 
Ele^* Think, nothing can without fome pains fucceed. 
Chry. I do, and will contribute to my pow'r. 80 

Ele^* Hear then the refolution I h-ave form'd j 
'Twere vain to urge our want of friends ifo you, 
Who know that we have none ; that cruel death 

C 3 Has 
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Has torn them hence, and we are left alone. 

While yet Opcftes li v'd, my flatter'd grief 85 

' EncouragM hopes that he would one day come* 

And fatisty my father's cfving blood : 

But| now he is no more, 1 look on yoa, 

To aid your fifter in the pious work ; 

And help to kill th* aflaflin, curs'd iEgy fthus ! 90 

I'll fpread the counfels of my foul before you, 

And we with open bofoms will conrerfe. 

Why (hould you ftill be paflive in your wrongs ? 

Is there redrefs in hope, but from ourfelves ? 

Does not oppreffion grind us every way ? 95 

Are we not fpoil'd of our paternal rights ? 

Debarred of Hymen's joys, and wafting all 

Our bloom of life in virgm folitude ? 

And, Oh, believe it muft be ever thus ! 

Nor will the tyrant's caution give us room 1 00 

To propagate a race to his deftru£tion. 

But if you'll follow the advice I give, 

Your lire and brother (hall confpire to praife, 

And, from the grave, applaud the gen'rous a^on. 

Then (hall you be faluted, noble, free, 1^5 

As nature and your princely l»rth defignM 5 

And worthy youths ftiall figh for your embrace^ 

For virtue is a charm fires every bread. 

I)o you not fee what glory,, what applaufe. 

You purchafe to yourfelf and me by this ? 1 10 

What citizen, what ftranger, feeing us, 

WiUnjot with tliefe encomiums mark us out ? 

Behold the lifters ! — friends, the rival pair. 

Who ftpm deftru6tion rais'd their father's houfe ! 

Who brav'd the fury of triumphant foes, 1 15 

Attack'd their pomp, and ftruck the righteous blow ; 

Of life regardlefs ! Thefe ihould always be 

The fubje6ls of our wonder and our love ; 

Thefe fhould be honour'd, courted, and proclaim'd, 

And in our feails, affemblics and our ftreets, 1 20 

. llymn'd and diftinguiili'd for heroic fouls !-— 

Such language (hall we hear from every tongue, 

And live eternal in the voice of fame. 

Follow me, then ; revenge your father's blood j 

Make dead Orcftes fmile, and refcue me j 12^ 

Rcfcue 
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Hefcue jrourfelf ; ihake off the guilty chain : 
For gen'rous fouls difdain a vile depehdance. 

Cbo. Prudence is ufeful in affairs like thefe. 
To counfel, or embrace th' important talk. 

Cbry. Had (he but weighed her words before (he 
fpoke, ijo 

She would have kept what now (he has not done, 
A modeft orudence^ and an ufeful caution. 
What profped of fuccefs, that thus vou arm» 
And a& me to afix(t the daring work r 
Resord jour feeble fez and tender form» 13$ 

la ftrength inferior to the foes you brave : 
Behold how Fortune wooes them with her fmiles. 
While we are cruih'd by ^te, and wafie to nothing* 
Who then, invading one defended thus, 
But muft expe£t the death he thought to give ? 140 

Take heed we do not aggravate our ills. 
And purcha(e new difirefs, if overheard : 
l^oor is th' advantage of that vain renown. 
Which, panting to obtain, we earn by death ! 
Tho' death, ^haps, will be efteem*d a mercy ; 1 45 

And when 'tis courted, life (hall be our doom ; 
To fuffer on, and talle protra^d anguifli* 
But,^ I conjure you, ere we furious run 
Into the gripe of Fate, and caft away 
The laft remains of Agamemnon's blood, 2 50 

Redrain your rage, and what your ra(hnefs utter'd 
Shall peri(h, and be loft to my remembrance. 
Be wife at length, taught by prevailing woe; 
And, fince unable to contend, fubmit. 

Cho* Be rulM ; forwifdom and a prudent mind, i jj 
Arc the two greateft goods that men enjoy, 

^Rn Your anfwer does not difappmnt my thoughts ; 
For well I knew you would rejc6t the work : 
Therefore the noblclta(k remains for me. 
It ffluft be done, and (hall not u^nt a hand. 1 60 

Qbfj, Oh, had you been of this heroic foul 
When firft my father fell, you'd done it then ! 

EkB* I had the foul, but wanted years for a6^ton. 

Chry. And want them flill for defp'rate ads like thefe. 

EUB* How full of counfel ! barren of affiftance ! 1 65- 

C^« For ra(h attempts oft cru(h their wretched author. 
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Ele^» Your'Aviidom I admire, your fears I hate. 

Cfjry, The time will come when I fliall have your praife, 

EUH. The lime will never cjme, when you'll de- 
fcrve it. 

Chry, Th' event of things will bcfi determine this. 170. 
• Ek^, Begone ; for I expe£t no aid from thee. 

Cbry, You might. The fault is ia your own rcfolvcs.. 

Ele^, Go, and betray my counfels to the Qyeen I 

Chry. I nourifh not an hate that thirih your ruin. 

J£/f<7. Yet you could brook to draw metodilhonour. 17J 

Chry, Not to difhonour, but to prudent care. 

Ek^. Muft J then follow where your faacy leads ? 

Cbry, When you think better, you fliall lead— — 

Eka . ^'Tis ftrange, 

That file who fpeaks fo well fliould ad fo ill. 

CV^ry- The condemnation on yourfelf retuwis. 180 

Eh^. But does not jufticc warrant my deligns ! 

Chry, * ris dang'rous to be always ftridly juft, 

EUa. Such maxims ne'er (hall regulate my a<^ions. 

Chy, You would have caufe to thank me if they did. 

J£/f<f?. By Heav/n, I'll not be Icar'd .from my re- 
folves. ' ■ 18c 

Chry, And w^Uyou not be wrought to faj^r counfels r 

£/f^. No ; evil courifel is the worft of things. 

Chry, You fet a wrong conftru6tion on my words. 

Elf^. My purpofe is not new, a dart of paffion ; 
But weigh'd with realbn, and coniirm'd by time, 190 

Chry, I'm gone, fince you my reafons difapprove, 
As I your actions. 

Eiea, Wherefore go you not ? 

I would not load you with my fecretsmore, 

Tho* you Aiould kneel in tears, and beg to. ftiare them : 

It argues fully to purfue a trifle, ' 19J; 

Chry, Enjoy your fancied wifdom by yourfelf ; 
W^hen ruin'd", you'll too late approve my caution, 

[Exit Chryfothcmis, 
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SCENE II. 
C H O R U §• 

'EXt&xz remains on the Stage wMe the Chorus Jugs, 
I. 

Cho. Why, when thMnhabitantsof air, 
With tender duty, grateful care, 

Grant their aged parents food 200 

To whom their little fouls they ow'd ; 
Why do not reas'ning men the fame, 
And their whole lives by thofe dumb patterns frame } 
But bv Jove's ihafts with terror bright, 
By heavenly Themis, and eternal right, ^o^ 

The wretch that dares their pow'r, (hall foon 
Be. from his guilty triumphs thrown. 
Thou, Fame, that dofl all mortal adions know, 
Thy melancholy trumpet blow 5 

Pierce the centre with the found, 2 to 

The eare of the Atridae wound ; 
Whilft thou dofl a tale relate. 
Full of forrow, fiill of fate ! 

II. 

How all their houfe in wild diforder ftands ; 

The children difunite their friendly hands ; 21^ 

How Ele6lra, wretched maid ! 
Forlorn, t' a thoufand ills betray 'd. 

For her father melts in tears. 

And a conftant forrow wears : 

As in forrow-finging ftrains 210 

The mournful nightingale complains* 

Fearlefs of danger and of death, 

She would a vi^ry obtain, 
Would fee the two domeftic furies (lain. 
And in the glorious caufe reiigQ her breath. 225 

For who, of noble parents born. 
Can lire a ilave to guilt and Impious fcorn ? 

III. 
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. III. 

The wcll-dcfccn4cd and the great, 
Throw ofF the vile incumb'rin]; weight 
Of things that.would obfcure their fame, 2^9 
Aflfert their ^ory, and redeems their name. 
Thou, Oh, noble, wretched fair I 

Who haft a lifeof irkfomewoes. 

Before cfifhohcft hdnolirs chofc ; 

Thou (bait d'oubie praifes wear 5 ' 2^^ 

Stand eternally renOwnM, 

With juftice atld with wifdom troWn'd. 

IV. 

Oh, may'ft thou live, fucc;eed,andgro\r, 
In flrength above the tyrants' foar j 
As much as now thou art below, a 40 

And crufli'd by their injurious powV. 
I've fcen thee ftrligorlitig with thy fate, 
Inimitably fttifte; 
Amidft thy fotroN^rs refolutely great, 

Religioiis, cofiftiot, ahd divine. 24^ 

End of the Third Act. 
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Orefies, Pylades, Ele^tra, Chorus, an3 A'tendatits oh 
Orclles. 

Orestes. 

YE virgins, will your goodnefs fcr me right, 
l^^ mifinform'd by guides, I tread erroneous ? 
Cho, Whom. do you leek, or whither would you go? 
Or eft. My fearch determines in .^gyftfeus' palace. 
Cho, This isi the dome ; accufe not your diredbr. ^ 
Oreft. Which of you will inform the royal houfc, 
Some Phocian men have bufinefs with uEgyfthus ? 

EleB, Oh, heav'ns ! are thefe the meflengcrB ofJtte, 
Who bring the proofs' of the report we heard ? 

Oreft. 
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Oreft. I know not what you heard ; but aged Stro« 
phius ro 

Difpatch*a mc here with news about Oreftes. 

EUa. What is it, ftranger ? Oh, I (hake for fear ! 

Orejl, In that fmall urn we bring the fmall remains 
Of his dead body. 

Ele^. — — Oh, my wretched ftate!. 

Then is the meafure of my forrows full. i j 

Oreji^ If thcfc.your tears are for Oreftes (hed, 
Know, that this urn contains the man you mourn. 

Ehk, Oh, then, if ever pity touch'd your breafl. 
Permit me to receive it in thefe arms ; 
To mourn my own and his difailrous fate, 29 

And wa(h his afhes with unfeigned tears. 

Oreft, Whoe'er (he be, furrender her the urn ; 
She aiks not like a foe ; but all her words 
Eefpeak a friend V concern, or kindred love. 

EleH. Oh, dear memorial of my deartft friend ! J^ 
Ye fcanty relics of Orcdes ! — Oh, 
How different from him my hopes had formM ! 
From him I fent, do I receive you now ? 
I^flblv'd to dufl, and crumbling into nothing, 
I fent yovK' forth a glorious blooming child ; 36 

But, Oh, that I had dyM an hundred times, 
Ere thus condemn^ you to a lucklefs exile ! 
Stol'n from thy mother^s rage, and fav'd from (laughter f 
For on that day thou might'fl have fall'n fecure, 
Aod had a fhare of Agamemnon's temb ! 5 j 

Now far from hotne, (Iretch'd oii a foreign (hore 

You periflrd There no filler was at hand. 

To wa(h thy cold and flifien'd limbs, or bear 

A torch to kindle up thy fuii'ral flame. 

But drefs'd by (Iran^ers* hands at length you come,, - 40 

A little body in a little urn. 

Alas, my* unprofitable nurfing cares. 

The bufy offices I paid your youth. 

My pleafing labours o*er your infant years, 

Are come to nought ! £le6tra rear'd thee up, 45 

And with her fondnefs eas*d th' attendant's talk ; 

View'd thee with joy above thy mother's raptures, 

And prov'd thy filler in diilinguifh'd paffion. 

But one curs'd day has mow'd down all my labours, 

4 And, 
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And, like a whirlwind, fwcpt their memory hence. 

And thee with them . My father went before : . 

Now I am dead to thee, and thou to me. 

Our foes infult ; our mother, in contempt 

Of nature, triumphs, and grows mad with pleafure : 

On whom I long have fed deluiive hopes jj 

That thou would'il come, and reap the vengeance due. 

But fate has fruilrated the juft event, 

And mock'd my expedbtions with thy duil. 

Oh, weight of forrow ! moft untimely change ! 

Unhappy progrefs, and deflrudtive games ! 

How haft thou kili'd thy (ifter, poorOredes ! 

Receive me,' therefore to thy little houfe, 

Like thee, a (hadow : fo may we converfe. 

And meet below, to mourn our mutual fuffVings : 

For whilft thou wcrt,on earth, my foul partook 65 

Of all thy pleafures, griev'd in all thy pains ; 

And therefore would I die and (bare thy tomb : 

For all is peace, all quiet in the grave, 

Cbo, Oh, think, Ele6tra, on your mortal ftatc ! 
Think too, Qreftes, like yourfelt, was morul,- ?♦ 

And let that calm your forrows. Death's a debt 
All owe to nature, all at times muft pay. 

Oreft. What (hall I fay ? My bofom fwells for vent, 
And Vm no longer mailer of my tongue. 

Ek^. . Whence is th* oppreilioa of your heaving 
brcall ? ^ 7 J 

Orefi* Is that Eledlra's celebrated face ? | 

Ele^, This is her face'; but all its charms aredead. 

Orefi. Curfe on the fuft'^rings that have fpoil'd thy 
beauty ! \ 

ElcBf How can my griefs from thee deferve thjs pity ?' ^ 

Orefin Oh, beauteous form, confum'd and worn withj 
forrows ! . 80 I 

EleB, All your complaints will centre in this wretch, ' 

Oreji, To wafte her youth in virgin folitude ! 

Eha. Why doft thou look upon me thus, and figh ? 

Oreft. -I was a ftranger to my griefs till now. 

EleS. And can you fee them by reflet^ion here ? 8^ 

Orrjln I fee thee vex'd with unexampled wrongs. 

EleH. You fee but little of the ills I bear. 

Or eft ^ Can forrow furnilh out a fcene more dreadful ? 

Eka. 
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Ele8. Yes; to' be forc'd to dwell with murderer*. 
Or(^. Of whom? 

KleS, My father : forc'd to be their flavc, 90 

Oreft. Who is the author of this cruel force ? 
EieS. One whofe fell adions give the lie to nature ^ 
And fay, (he's not ray mother.. ■■ 

Oreft. ■ - But the means ? 
Does Ihc by (Irong compulfion bow you down, 
Or favagely withdraw your life's fupport ? 95 

EleSi. By all th' extremes her impious heart can think. 
She gives me woe 
Oreji, ■ Is no protedlror near ? 

Ele^\ None; he that would have been, is here — ^in dufl. 
Orrfi. My heart is wounded with your helplefs ftate. 
Eieci* Thou only haft with kind compaf&on iriew'd 
me. 100 

" Or eft. I only feel the fym pathetic pain. 

Ele^. Dofi thou to ties of blood owe thy compaifion? 
. Or eft* Might I confide my fortunes wkh thefe makis. 
You then ihould learn 
ElcH. Their faith is bound to me. 

OreJi. Set down the urn, and you (hall hear my 

ftory. 10 J ' 

Ele£l. Now, by the gods, let me pofiefsthis treafure. 
OreJi. Be counfell'd, maid ; you will not err in this. 
EkH. By all the honours of your birth, I beg, 
Force not thefe dear remains from my embrace. 
Orejt: You muft not keep them— 

i jEife, — ~ Oh, increafe of Woe ! 110 

I • If I'm denyM to bury thee, Oreftes. 
I Or eft. Aufpicious (peak ; your for row is not juft. 
Ele^. Do I not juftly mourn my brother's death ? 
Ore^, The word is out of time ; forbear thefe founds. 
Ele^. Am I not worthy then to mourn his fate } x i ^ 
OreJi, Of nought unworthy ; but your forrows err. 
Ele3l' What, when I bear his afhes in my haids f 
OreJi* You only carry his imagined duft. 
Ele^. Ah ! where is then the wretched youth interr'd ? 
OreJi, No where— the living covet not a grave. 11^ 
Eha. Is healive ?— ^, 

Oreft, • He is, if I am fo. 

Edc^, And art thou he ? 

D , Ortjf. 
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Ortfi. Behold my father's figncf, 

And know your brother from the happy proof. 

uE:/r^. OhyblefTedday! 

Oreft* I jom to blefs It with you. 

EUd. And do I hear thee fpeak ? 

Oreft. Diftruft not, maid. X^l 

Kled. Do my arms hold thee } 

Oreft. — -^ May they ever do {o. 

EUa. My dear companions, do you fee Orefles, 
Revivins; by thofe arts that fpoke hmi dead ? 

Cbo. I fee, Oh, virgin ! and the fudden joy 
Trickles in tears of pleafure from my eyes* i ^ 

EUa. Oh, thou lov'd offspring of my much»lov'd fire, 
You're come, you've found a long-expeding friend ! - 
You're come, you've feen whom lon^.you wi(h*d to fee ! 

Or eft. I'm come ; but fpeak not with fo loud a joy. 

EUa. Wherefore? 

Oreft, — <- Left they within o'er-hear your tran- 

fports. , Hi 

BUB. But, by Diana, the un<*onquer*d maid, 
Ele<ara will not coodefcend to fear 
What women's impotence can do againft us. 

Or eft. Remember, women have their martial hours. 

EUa. Oh, you have fet befdre my eyes afrefti 14* 
The. glaring image pf my father's wrongs j 
An ever-living fcene of villainy. 
Ne'er to be expiated, ne'er forgot ! 

Oreft^ I koow our wrongs, and, at a proper hpur, 
You (hall relate the mournful tale entire. 145 

Eha- It is a theme will fuitwith ev'ry time ; 
But moil with this ; for at this preftnt hour 
1 have regain'd the liberty of fpeech. 

Oreft, Be ftudious topreferve what youVe regain'd. 

EUB. How? 

Oreft, Byreftrainingthefeextaticjoys. ^ .15^ 

EUH. Who could ^ filent in a joy like mine ? 
Who fmother.the big rapture, thus tranfported, 
When I behold thee in a glad furprife. 
As ris'n from death, and by a wonder refcu'd ? 

Oreft. You faw me, when the gods firft bade me 

come. Jii 

Ele^ 
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mta. Mv joys encrcaft with every word thbu fp^ak*il» 
And thy laft accents yield fuperioi^ pleafure. 
For if the gods inftru^tcd thjr return, 
Kind Heav'n concerns itfeU in our diftrefsi 
And fure will proiper what itfclf began. \ 1 6« 

Oreft. I would indulge the tranfporis of your joy, 
But fear they're too cxccflive to be fafe. 

Eka. Since after fuch a painful age of abfcnce, 
At length you come to blefs my longing eyes, 1 64 

That have been quench'd with forrow, do not now— — 
Oreft. What muft I not ? 

EUa. —Deprive me of the- joy, 

Th' unmeafur'd joy I feel in gazing on thee. 

Oreft, I will not, filler; *twould difpleafe me much, 
Should any one attempt in that to wrong thee. 
EleSi And does my fondnefs pleafe thee ? 

Oreft. -Should It not? 170 

EUa. Oh, friends, I heard the dreadful tale of death I ' 
Then my (Irongpaiiion was without a voice, 
CompeU'd to hear, nor fufTer'd to lament : 
But now I hold thee, and thy lovely form, 
Whofe image forrow could not e*er erafe, 1 7 J 

With cordial fmiles revives my fainting foul. 

Oreft. Oh, ftop this wild career of fwelling pleafure ! 
Nor tell me now my mother's impious deeds ; 
Nor how iEgyilhus drains my father^s houfe. 
Squanders his wealth, and riots in his fubftance* \%% 
Th* untimely fpeech would hinder our defigo. 
Rather inftru6t the courfe of my revenge : 
Shall we with open force rufh boldly on them, 
Or by a licensed fraud deceive our foes, 
And fuddenly furprife them into ruin ? ^ ^ 1 85 

But, Oh, take heed, fupprefs jrour ftruggling joy, 
Nor let your mother trace its infant pleafures ! 
Sdll wear the forrow which you did before. 
And for my death ifuppos'd, diiiembling figh* 
When iatchas crownM us with th' events we wifli, 1 90 
Then may we fraile, and give a loofe to joy. 

Eiea. Oh, brother, flill your pleafure (hall be mine ! r 
For all my pleafure takes its rife from you ; 
No comforts has Eledtra from herfelf ; 
Nor would I rob you of a moment's eafe, 19^ 

Da 'li 
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To purchafe to myfelf the grea'eft joy : 

For (hould my tranfports flop your glorious alms. 

They would affront the now alfifling pow'rs. 

You know th' affairs within, and have been Cold 

iii^gyflhus is not there ; nay mother is. 20S 

But harbour not a thought, that die ihall e'er 

Behold a transport kindle on this cheek ; 

Hate fliall controul and dafli each rifing plcafure : 

And ev*n beholding thee, my tears afrefli 

ShaU ftream for joy : for how (hould I forbear, 20 j 

Who in the fpace of one fhort morn have feen thc« • 

Dead and alive,, miraculous furprize ! 

Should my dead father now return from earth', 

I (hould not wonder, but believe my fenfe. 

Since then (b unexp$£led thou art come, 3X« 

Perform the work which elfe was doomM for me : 

For ere you came, my foul had entertain'd 

Refolves of vengeance, with a glorious view 

Of noble freedom, or of noble death. 

Orefi, But foft : for fome approach us from within ; 21 j 
EleH, Strangers, go in ;— ye raeffcngers of things 
^Tone can ref ufe, yet none with joy receive. 

SCENE IL 

Governor^ Oreftes, Py lades, Attendants^ Eleftra and 
Chorusm 
Gov. Oh, lofl to wifdora, and all prudent thoughts ! 
• Have you abandonM all concern for life ? 
Shook hands with reafon, and bid Fate defiance ? 220 
Who (land not near, but in the mid ft of dangers, 
And thofe the greateft too, yet know it not ? 
For had not I iecur'dthefe outward gates, 
EmployM their ears, and guarded ev*ry fenfe^ 
Your meafures had by this, been all betray'd ; It^ 

But I have cover'd you as yet with care ; 
Wherefore give o'er thefc talkative delays ; 
And this infatiate burft of noify joy ; 
And enter ftrait : for in attempts like thefe. 
Delays are ill, when deeds require difpatch. 230 

. Orefi. Are all things ready to receive me there i 
Gov. Ally all; not can they know you. 

^ Or0. 
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Orefi. : — iThcn you told . 

The neceflary talc of ray deceafe. 

Gov. Befure, you're dead to all the world but u^. 

Orejl. Did they with raptures hear the news, or how ? 

Ganf. Sufpend the long recital till anon ; 236 

For all looks well within; yet all's not well. 

EleS* For Heav'n's fweetfake, Orefles, who is this ? 

Oreft* Know you not him ? 

E,leB. ■ 1 ^ cannot call to mind. 

Oreft. Have you forgot to whom you once bequeathed 
me? 249 

EleH. Whom do you meanf 

Orejt. —-—By wjiofe officious hands 

Your love convey'd me to the phocian land \ 

"EleB, Is this that only faithful man 1 founds 
Durfl aid th' afflided when my father fell ? 

Oreji. He is; atprefent.feek no ^herproof. 245; 

EUH^ Oh, bleflings on thy head, thou great fupport 
Qf Agameronon*s houfe ! And art thou li^ 
RedeemM us from fuch iJls ? Oh, let me kifs 
Thofc liands, and kneel t*embntce thofe aiding feet. 
How could you keep yourfelf fo long concealed ? 2^ 
Or how mv eyes miftake you, though difguisM ? 
Your woras were cruel, but your works were kind ; 
111 was your news, but friendly its defign* 
Hail, father ! (for I fee my father imyou,) ". 

Hail ! Never was a man i^ one Oiort day ' a^{ 

So niuch detefted, and fo much ador'd !' ■ ■' 

Gov* £nough of praife ; until the circling hours 
Inform you farther how we have defervM ; 
And teach 3rou all the fcries of our fortunes. 
But now I turn myfelf to you, my prince; 26a 

Tis time for a^on ; Clytemneftra's now 
Alone without h^r guard ; if yoM omit 
This happy moment, think yoii. wilf be drove 
T* encounter numbers arming in her refcue. 

Orefi. The prefent buiinefr wants no more debate ; 2^ 
But, Oh ! my Pylades, let's hafle to adion : 
Thus bending to thefe genial pow*rs £br aid> « 
Who grace the portal, and prote^ the dome. 

lExeuni OreHes, Pylades, and Governor^ 

I>1 SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

£leS[ra and Chorus. 
MleB. O king Apollo, hear them when they pray.; 
And me with them ; who with a bounteous hand 270 
Have ever, to my ppw'r, adorn'd thy (hrine. 
And now, O Lyclan god, proftratc, with aw€» 
I blefs thy godhead, and implore thy favour i 
Aflift the righteous vengeance now in hand, . 
And fliew mankind with what detefting eyes iji 

The gods behold and punifli guilty mortals I 

S C E N E IV* 

CHORUS. 

r. 

Cbo. Sec where the igod of battle ftalkfr. 
Breathing diicord, foaming blood ; 
Through all the guilty haunts he walks; 
Th' avenging furies at his heels provoke .280 

Thedeftm*d flroke, 
No more to be avoided, or withftood. 
. For horror now the fccne does draw. 
Which my prophetic foul forefaw. 

II. 

Aeamemnon's (hade t* appeafe, aSj 

mth filent fteps behold the fon. 
Beneath the guilty roof is gone ; 
And fee ! the vengeful {Word he brandi/hes ! 
MaiVs fon attendance pays, 
Arid wrapt in clouds the youth conveys ; 290 
While he the taik of fate obeys^ 
Unknowing of delays. 

End of the Fourth Act. 
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A C T V. SC E N E I. 
£le£tfa arid Chorus. 

Electra. 

WAIT with attentive filence, dearcft maids ; 
For ffrait they will achieve the work 6f hbrror... 
Choi Oh! how do they proceed ? 
Ek^. While ihe prepared 

The cuftomary banquet, to allay 

The for row of her ion's imagia'd death ; ij 

They prefs around her, watchful; *■ 

efc. — ^-T— Wherefore thca 
Did you come forth ? 

Jg/pA To guard agatnft furprize, 

And give them notice, (houid ^gynbus come* 

Cly. \}Vitbin.'\ Ob, fatal hour ! fome help 1 am' 

E)eiet'^ 
Naked of friends, and'cover'd withdeftroycn \ lo 

Ek^m What ihrieks are thofe? I^d you not hear 

them, friends? 
Cho* 1 heard the frightful cry, and (hake with horror. 
Cly. [}f^itbin.'\ Confufion ! Oh, iEgyfthus, Oh ! where. 

, are you ? 
EleB. The noife grows louder^ 
Cly, [WitbinJ] ■ ■ Oh, my fon, my fon, 
Have pity on thy mother ! 
Eka. Thou had*ft none l J 

On him, or on his bleedinig father. 

Cho Oh 1 

Oh, wretched city ! Oh, difafirous race ! 
Death and deflruftion lay the princes wafie ! 
Cfy. [Wttbin.^ Oh ! I am hurt. 
Ele(i. Repeat, repeat the bW* 

C^.. [Within.'] Alas 1 for ipercy— *— 

EleB. -^-^Oh, thatcurft^gyilhus, ap 

Caueht in the toil, did groan like thee, defencelefs 1 

(£o. The potent execrations are fulfill'd \ 
The long deceased revive ; and drain the blood 
Of thofe, whofe hands were once embruM in flaughter !. 

SCENE 
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SCENE II. 
Eleftra, Oreftes, Pylades, AtHndanU^ and Chorus*. 

EUH. Behold thev come ! And their difcoIourM hand» 
Drop with the crimion facrifice of Mara ! ^^ 

Speak, my Orefles, how fucceeds our caufe I 

Oreft. All's well within ; unlefs the ged deceive : 
The wretch is dead ; nor need you longer fear. 
Your mother's pride ihall e'er infult you more. 5^ 

Cho. No more;— —for, lo 1 -ffigyfthus is In fight. 

EUil* Oh, yet retire ; he c6mes as you could wi(h ; 
He comes in triumph from his rural fports \ 
And unfufpe6ting joy glows on his cheek. 

Cho. Therefore with fpeed retire, ere h^e behold 5 jijf -- 
And fmce aufpicious fate has led thet way, : 
Complete the work you have fo well begun. 

Qreji. Fear not $ fuccefs (hall crown us— ' 

ElcSl. But, retire; . 

Oreft. I go— 

[Orefies, Py lades, and Attendants retirt^ 

MleSim And leave thebufinefs here tome. 

Cho^ 'Twcre fit a while we entertain the tyrant 40 
With courteous accents, and difiembled medcneij. 
To win him on, and fooiih him iato ruin. 

SCENE 111. 

V iEgyflhus, Eledra, tf»^ Chorus. 

JEgyft. Who can inform us where thofc Phocians are^ 
Who bring the tidings hOw Oreftes perifli'd, 
Thrown from his chariot in the Pythian games ? 45 

You, I fuppofc— whofe daring infolence 
Till now has lived in him : you, 1 fiippofe. 
As mofi concerhM, can give the beft account. 

EUB. Toowdl^ lean; for how ihou Id I but know 
The deareft accident which couW befal me T 5a 

jEgxfi. Inflru^ us quickly where the ftrangers are. 

Ele^. Within ; they meet a kind reception there. 

-^gxfi' 1^0 they bring certain news that he is dead ? 

EkB. They do not tellit, but they (hew him dead. 

-^gyjf May we then witnefs to it with our eyes ? ^f 

Ek^. You may behold the fpedacle of horror ! 
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JEgxfi* I never joy M to hear thee fpeak till now !— . 

Eh^. Be pleas'd, if things like thefe can give yoa 
plcafure. 

^gyft' Be filent, and fet open all the gates ; 
Let all Mycens, nay» all Argosfee : 6^9 

If any one encouragfd empty hopes, 
Let him behold the carcafs of this man ; 
And bend him to my pow'r ; nor hence prefumc 
With difobedient pride to wake my wrath. 

EU^, I will obey your orders for at length 6^ 

I've learnt fubmiilion ; and muH fioop to pow'n 

S C E N E IV, 

SCENE opening it/confers the hodyofOXyttmnti^ni covered % 
Orefles, Pylades, and Attendants round it^ iEgyfthus, 
Ele^lra, tf»<^ Chorus* 

^pfi* By Heav'n, he's fallen ; nor undeferv'd hif 
But, if my words tranfgrefs, I fay no more, (fate ! 

Take from his face the veil, that I may pay 
My debt of forrow o'er my kinfman's body ! 70 

Oreji. Yourfelf unveil it ; it belongs to you, 
Firfl to behold and mourn the friend's difailer. 

^gjtft* You well advife, and 1*11 obey your counfel ; 
Let fome go call my Clytemneflra forth* ■ * ■ 

Oreft* She's near you ; look not any where, but here—* 

[Uncovers the hdy* 

JBgyJt* Death to my eyes ! 

Oreft. — Of what are you afraid ? 76 

Are you a ftranger to your confort's face ? 

JEgyfi* In whofe damn'd fnares am I unhappy fall'n ? 

Ore/f. Do you but now begin to apprehend 
YouVe parly'd with the man, imagin'd dead ? 80 

JEgyft. Alas ! I underhand the vaunting fpeech, 
And fear Oreftes fpoke it. — r— 

Ore/?, ^Boaftthyfelf 

No more a prophet, who fo long haft err'd \ 

^gyji> I feel, I am undone ; but give me leave 
To argue for a while,— 

EkH. ——Now, by the gods^ 85 

Permit him not to wafte tne time in words. 
What can a (hort reprieve from death import. 

Per- 
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PerplexM with fears* and lengthen'd out with pain ? 

DiCpatch the villain ftrait ; and let them throw 

His body fonb, a prey to dogs and vultures ?— 90 

Far from our fight ! for this alone remains 

To cure my forrows, and conclude our vengeance. 

Ortft. No more delay of words ; but enter there ;— 
You are not now to argue, but to die. 
-^gyfi* But wher«?ore enter there?— —If honour 
flrikesy ^ 9j 

Why (hould you (hame to give the blow in public? 

Oreji^ Contend not with thy doom ; bqt ilrait obey ; 
For where you kill'd my father, thou fhalt die. 

Mgyft. This houfe fhall be the future fcene of death. 
And drink the blood of all the race of Pelops.— — 100 
Oreft. Thine it (hall drink ; I dare foretel thee, tyrant. 
jEgyJl, Your fire had no fuch talent of predi<EUon ! 
Orefi. Your fpeech offends ; and I delay too long. 
Go on— — 
JEgyftn But lead the way. 

Orejt. -rr— ^^5 thou fhalt lead. 104 

uEgxft* Do you fufpcdt I fhould efcape your wrath ? 
Oreft. Heav'n- guard my vengeance from, a fear like 
that ! 
But I would rob thee of content in death, 
And make it bitter in each circumllance. 
Did juftice thus purfue the finner clofe, 
Nor lag with lazy flcps behind the crime ; 1 1» 

The world would then be frighted into virtue. 

[Goes /», driving iEgyflhus before him. 
Cbo* Oh, feed of Atreus, how hafl thou been crofs'd! 
Through what varieties of anguifh toft I 
Till late, with ftern attempts, the vengeful fword 
Ha^-p^ace and banifh'd liberty refior*d. 1 1 j; 

End of the Fifth Act. 
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THE fubje6l of thU tragedy is the return of Oreftet 
from Phocis to Argos, and his revenge of his 
father's murder, in the death of jEgyfthus andClytem-r 
nedra. But the poet did not think fit to give this poem 
a title from that important incident; which makes itd ca- 
tailrophe ; but rather chofe to call it Ele^lra. This lad^ 
was the elder fiiler of Oredes, and who (when their 
father Agamemnon, on his return from Troy, was inhu- 
manly murdered by his own wife Clytemneitra, and her 
paramour ^gyflhus) was the inftrument of fecuring 
her tender brother from the J^ge of the murderers, by 
conveying him to Strophius, king of Phocis* through 
the care of a faithful and fecret fervant. Clytemneltrsi 
iind iEgyflhus, after Agamemnon's death, pofltfEng 
themfelves of the government of Argos, flipped no op- 
jwrtunities of exprefling their refentment toward^ £le6tra 
for this action. 

The poet in her character has laboured to exprefs her 
miferies with vafl variety : and given her the true fea« 
tures of an heroic daughter through the whole poem. 
All her fentiments give a frefh fubjed for admiration ; 
and fhe is equally wonderful in her flrong and implaca- 
ble refentments againfl her father's murderers; in her 
impatience for Oreftes to come and revenge him ; in her 
cxcefilve forrows for-her brother's fuppbfed difailer ; in 

her 
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her tranfports, when flie comes to know he is living? 
and in her zeal, for the performance of his revenge 
when once on foot* 

I (hall take notice of the' artful conftitution of this 
tragedy, in my following notes on the feveral a^s ; and 
what a natural foundation there is fer the refpedive in- 
cidents, which are prepared without being fofefeen. 

The fubjed of uEgyfthus and Clytemneftra's death 
employed the pens of the three great Greek tragedians ; 
but they are all fo different in the difpofition of the 
fame ftories, jthat I believe (with Moniieur Hedelin, in 
his whole art of the flage ;) they were the caufe of that 
grand diforder and confuiion, there is in flory and chro* 
nology in thofe old times; becaufe that they, having 
changed both the times and events for their own ends, 
have influenced fomehiHorians, who thought to pickoutof 
them the truth of flory, and fo made all things uncertain* 
Any body that will read the Eledtra of Euripides, this 
of Sophocles, and the Coephoraeof ^fchylus, willeafily 
fee that they made no difficulty of contradicting one ano- 
ther, nor even themfelves. 
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NOTES upon the FIRST ACT. 

Ver- I. G'JivertKn','^ He fopporrs the part of a very 
iifeful 4>roratick ; and by him the poet has artfully ex- 
plained to the audience the place of the fccne, Mycena* 
ill Argos ; rhc tiitie when the »6lion commcufea, the 
fcreuk of day ; the manner ^le received Oreftes from his 
filler £le<5tra, to be conveyed to i^hocis^ and Hy lades '• 
accompanying of Grebes, from Phocts, in his return to 
Argos. 

V cr. 6, Of j7racctts\-''»^^Dau^/jtef^^ whoCt name was 
^o: but her {lory having no manner of relation to the 
prefent poem, l fhaU refer the reader for it to myPro- 
netlieus of :^fchylu?, which will fliortly he publifhed, 
where there is ample occalion for touching ker hil^ory ia 
•many circura (lances. 

Ver. 8. Gkrhus God of t/r^*] The original has it t5 
-^t;xox^c«f ^w, of the J^ off-dfjiroyitig God; but I was of 
opinion, this epithet would make no very beautiful ap^ 
pearance in EagliHi ^ and therefore was not obliged (ac- 
cording to Horace) vexhum werho reJderi^ . Befides^ that 
I do not remember the llory of Apollo's deftroying the 
wolves ; any farther than as Mr. Lloyd, in his Lexicon 
Hiilorico-Poericum, fays, (on the word, Lycius) that 
tbere was an oracle of thcLycian Apollo, qui^ inJLyda 
maximc da' us full ob Lv forum hairf-^ionem : or, perhaps, 
he obtained the epithet from the wolf's being facrifieed to 
kirn, as abeaft obnoxious to his difpleafure, who was 
the j;od of the fliepherds. Or again, if we will le»rn 
the truth from Triclinius {one or the fcholiafts,) on this 
paifage, it will come very near my trauflation of it: for, 
he fays, Apdilo is to be conlidcred allegorically as the 
fun ; who by his prefence und refulgence extinguiftes the 
•dawn, .which relcmbles the c(Uour of a wolf, (w }wxw ) 
and therefoie is called in Gret k, to T^vnofuq. 

Vtr. 9. Juno^s aivfiil temple. '\ The Greek fap, her 

.famous temple ; and Sophocles very ikil fully takes notice 

of a temple to her there, beciiufe Argos (as likewise 

Mycenae, Sparta, Samos, &c.) was peculiarly lacred td 

Juno, . • . . 

E in 



p NOTESUPOJJELECTRA. 

■ In Junonis hoturem 
Aftum dicit equis Atgos^ ditefqut Mycenas. 

fays Horace j thofe who arc curious . of knowing licr 
claim to this regton, may confult Nat. Com. 1« 8« 

cap. 2 2. 

Vcr. 1 6. Andyou^ Pylades."] A (talking prince wouki 
make but a tery odd figure on our theatre, however the 
mute chara^er was reliflied by the Athenians. Sophoclea 
has not given this prince leave to open his mouth; 
^fchylus indeed, in his Coephorae, has fo far compli- 
mented his quality I as to make him fpeak three verfes: 
And Euripides, who, in his £le£tra, has tied the tongue 
of Pylades, even when he had that lady given him by 
her brother, to wife ; has in fome meafure made him 
amends in hts Oreiles andlphig. Taurica, in both which 
he fpeaks, as well as ads, like a prince and a friend. 

Ver. 54. Mean iv6t/e, as the ghat, 1 The learned Dr» 
Potter, in his Antiquities of Greece, has inadvertently 
nm into more than one error on this pafllige : for quoting 
it, he takes notice, '^ That Eledra in Sophocles fays, 
^^ that Agamemnon had commanded her and Chryfothe<- 
^^ mis to dedicate their hair to his tomb j" and therefore 
thus he tranflates it, 

•V With drink-ofF'rings and locks of hai^r, we mull, 
*' According to his will, his tomb adorn." 

Now, in the firfl: place, this is not fpoken by Ele^tra to 
her (ifter, but by Oreftes to Pylades. And this error 
betrayed him into a worfe m.iflake in the verfion ; for 
(»c e^i/b) which he renders (according to ins <iviii) mean- 
ing Agamemnon's, has not the leaft regard to Agamem- 
non, but diredly to Apollo; as any learned examiner 
may falis fy himfelf* Afi ofere in tanto fas eft ohrfpere 
fomnum. 

Ver. 68. Oft hav6 I heard.] The fcholiall thinks So- 
phocles had an eye to the (lory concerning Pythagoras^ 
(told by Hermippus in Diog, Laertius;) *« That wheir 
. >^ he came to Itajy, he made a private room under 
*' ground ; and having caul'ed a report to be fpread of 

. " his 
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** his death, hchid himfclf in that room, ordering bis 
** mother to let him down meat privately from tiwe to 
*• time, with an account in writing of all aftairs that 
*• happened in Crotona, and the places about. After a 
•* time he comes abroad, pretending to be rifen from the 
•• dead, and tf-Hs all the things that had happened ftoce 
** his fnppoled death, as if he had learned them in the 
•' other world,'* Which proje(^ procured him a mighty 
authority, Tertullian, in his book of the Soul, givet 
the fame account of this flory * only adds this particular, 
that he ftayed under ground icven years. 'Ti9 not im- 
probable, that^^Sophocles might have an eye to thisftory, 
as a thing not very diftant from his own age :' bat that 
Oreftes, who fpeaks, fliould do fo too,.wo\ild be to make 
him guilty of an Anachronifm with a vengeance. There- 
fore I am inclined tofupporc, it may have a reference t© 
Ulyfles more properly ; but to this tlic fcholraft will 
obje£l, i yd^ wiw^axlcti rt roiSrcy 'O^vcrctTf there no fuch 
thing happened to Ulyfles : No, he did not hide under 
ground for a feafon ; but he was long fuppofed dead aj^ 
Ithaca, and rofe upon them fuddeoly from obfcurity to 
iplendor. 

Ver. 90. Appeafe^ inmokcl Thi< is one mark of the 
poet's an in his fcenery, that he will not permit Oreftes 
to ilay QVk the ftage to be fatisfied in Eleclra's cftufe df 
forrow ; for then the difcovery of his return would b^ 
too early : but he clears the fcene, not only to make 
room for Eledra's complaints toherfelf; but likewife by 
fending Oreftes to make obhtions it his father's tomb, 
prepares a remembrance which cannot be forefeen, and 
which he has referved for the opening of his third a6i, 

Ver. 165* And how^ Jphianajpt.'\ TricliniuS* upon this 
place fays, that Euripides and the other poets, mean one 
perfon by Iphigenia and IphunafTa. That the Latin 

rets, as well as the Greek, confound thefe two names, 
plain from thefe lines of Lucretius,. 

Aulide quo paSlo Tri'vidi Flrginis aram 
Iphianajfdi turpdfunt fangu'ine fiede 
J)u^orcSy Danaum dcUili^ prima 'virorum^. 

E JL fiut 
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bi 

Bat then the commentators are ft^ggered to know, why 
the poer (liould make the Chorus mention IphianafTa, or 
Iphigen'in, who was now at Diana*^s fl^nne ia Tauils: 
But TriclinUis fays, the Chorus mention her though ah- 
feni. from Mycenge, vvlih the fame reafon they do Oreftes ; 
who, as ihey thouj;ht, .was atPhocis, I muft confefs, I 
do not pretend to be ccrtam whom the poet here miends 
by Iphianxiffi ; but I think, with fubmilfion to Triclinius, 
Sophocles did not here mean Iphigenia: fm* it would be 
very hbfurd to fuppofe Iphigenia in a living capacity of 
inour.iin^ for her father, when in ihe fui\ fcene of the 
fecond iiit\f Ciytemneflra cxcufes her murder of Aga- 
inemnon> as ajuft reprifal upon him, for facrificing^ her 
daughter Iphigenia on Diana's altar at Aulis^ 

Ver, 17 >. Debarr\i cf iveiJlock,'\ The poet through- 
out this tragedy, in many places, iniinuates the hard'ihip 
iipon Ele^lra, of being denied the privilege of marrying ; 
aiid makes her complain to Chryfothemis, that iEgyfthus 
would never fufFer them to propagate a race to his de- 
ftru^ron. Euripides makes iEgyllhus marry her to a 
perfun who boafts of his family, bitt is decayed in his 
iortuoes*. Soipe, who favour Saphocles's opinion, wiit 
have her derive hrr i>amc from her fingle ftate, ^uafi 
tfAlxT^a*, Le,Jine Th^damft. iElian in his Various Hi- 
llory informs, us, that Xanthus, the Lyrick poet, fajrs 
her firft name wasLaodice; bur, that after Agamem- 
non*S murder, a^exl^o* 'tf^cni' xj xoDiO^yyi^i^o-af fffo^^^iyof A(^y(Toi 

^Mgj*, growing old in virginity, the Argives called her 
"Ele^tra, becaufeof her living without an hufhand. 

Ver. 184. On 0'fii*s <v€r£lantJhore,'\ Cr'fla, o'r Crifa, 
was a town of Phocjs near the Corinthian bay ; which 
fron^ its neighbourhooi to ihat town, was called Sinus 
Crifikus. 

Ver. i9(. And fid 'vjtth offals. 'I The Greek is «€yaK J* 
f^ir«/iA»* T{a7r£§»K. I am fit at empty tables, 

Ver. 332* Lhrjfithenvs iipproach.\ Sophocles. has part- 
ly introduced the chara<5t r ot Chryfothemis,, a^^lady of a 
mild and condefcendip.g temper, to heighten the more- 
manly and flubborn fentiments of EIe6tra, as he does 
, aj^ain the part of Ifmene in bis Antigone.. But the en* 
trance of Chryfothemis is likewife very artful, and ne- 

ceffary 
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eeflary to the carrying on the plot of the play : for as 
Clytemneflra's ugly dream naturally required expiatioDS 
to avert its horrors, fo her fending Ghryfothemis tar. 
make oblations at Agamemnon's tomb, ealily prepares 
the firft remembrance and fuggellion of Oreftes's return,^ 
by her finding a lock of his hair on the monument, and 
iigns of other cuftomary honours paid to the fepulchre* 

Ver. 398. Suhtetrancan prifon,\ It was a cuflom with 
the ancients^ when they would make away wich any one, 
and not be polluted (as they thought) with his blood ; 
to ftiut him up in a dark cavern, and there leave him to 
die. J wi41 give a confirmation of this by one example 
out of our own author :. Crebn having a<Sually condera- 
ned Antigone to the fame punifliment with which EleQra. 
k here threatened, wafiies his bands of her blood y fay- 

H^a; 7!a^ afw*. rum tMn^iv ao^Vy, 

Upon which the fcholiaft comments thus, (T»)/rt»> 

Y er. 464. To difarm refentment.'] Thefe words I have 
added in explanation of a very odd cufiom, alluded tO' 
by the poet. If any one killed another treacheroufly,. 
he ilrait cut off all the extreme parts of the out moil 
members of the party flain^ and fcVying or tying theni; 
together, wore them under his arm -pics ; as^ an amulet- 
i»r fpell to prevent the furies from haunting the rauideren^ 
And they believed,, that having part of the murder/ed^ 
body in their power, as an hollage, to do what they 
would with, the ghofl of the party would not ofkr to« 
meddle with them ;, or elfe would fpare- the bearer, for 
love of the carriage. The pieces thus cut off, .they- 
called cM^MK^tsK) and «Va^ijbc«)«) or l^a^J^oi^, a^.in Apo]*< 
lonius : and the a6^ion of fo mutilating the perfon, yjsA- 
called aKfw1iifi«^xy : fo fometimes the pieoea cut x>ff, they 
called ^«^aXi^fMei«, -from the action (fA«^;^aXti^(v,) off 
fixing them under their arm -pits ;: which laft term is ufe4 
bete by Sophocles. 

Yen 465. Wipe the ahominati&n of.y The firft fcholiaH- 
•n. this paf&ge fays, he that had killed aaother^ wipedi 
«C the fUihs oi blood from his fword^^ either on. the hjU« 
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of his own head, or of the party flain-. Triclinius fiijrs^ 
particularly on the hair of the giurty. flain, which, is un- 
doubtedly the truefl. I wiLLgo a, Hep tanhcrthan either 
of the (choliafts on this place, by iaforraing the. reader, 
that they only thus wiped away the abomination of the 
fi6t, when they .fyilt the blood unjuilly.. But if they 
thought they did it in a good caufe, they ufed to take 
the fword, and hold it up towards the fun with the blood 
on it ; QvixQahotrtii^Kocivi -sr^^ovswHiW, fays the fchollaft on 
Euripid<js ia Orcfles i to Ihew that they feared not if 
Heaven were witnefs. 

Ver. 528. For c^er ^ffce Myrillus-I He was thcf fon of 
Mercury by Phacthula;. when he drove Oenomaus in a 
chariot-race,^ being corrupted by the promifes of Pelops, 
he fo ordered it, that his mafter^is chariot broke by the 
way,, and his matter , with the fall, broke his neck, 
Oenomaus expiring, conjured Pelops to revenge his death fc 
whoafterwaids, when Myrtilus demanded the reward of 
his treachery, threw him from a rock into the fea^ which* 
from his name was called the Myrtoan fea, 

NOTES u/>on t/je SECOND ACT; 

Ver. 2^ JRg^hm is n<kt hcreJ] The poet's contrivance 
is wonderful in making jEgyfthu« abfent ; for thereby 
he takes occafion to heighten iile6lra*3 diftrefs, by fay- 
ing, (he could- not have had the liber-ty of ftimng out oF 
<hc palace, if he were at home j and^likewife b^ leaving 
Clytenine^ra alone^ he facilitates the catattrophe of his 
poem^ Euripides kis likewife, itt his Eledra, fent him 
into the fields to do facri^ce, asd- nuke- a rural ban- 
;c|[uet. 

► Ver. 18. Munieredyourjifteri'] This confirms what 1 
have obferved on the fird ad^, that Iphianaffa could not 
be intended for Iphigenia by Sophocles, whom he fo 
often* in Clytcmneftra & fpeech exprefsly intimates to be 
dead ^ and therefore Triclinius, on one pailkge, notes 
thus, ?y»> i Ififinia, H^ 3*. ^t *A^sfA,i^^ it^nroifWiawt^ 
ixx« ^oLwcrw ny«To. But 1 defigned this note- of a dif- 
i^erent nature ; all difcourfes brought on the ftagej ought 
to have BO particular reference to the diverfioa of the 
3t audience. 
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Stsdience, nnlefs drawn from the very ground and nature 
*of ihe fubjcdv and ^bfolutely neccffary to the fame. 
I tipar Clytemneftra's vindrcarion of her huiband's death, 
and Ele^a'^ condcinnation of her for it, will fall under 
the difpleauire of this rule; for however fine and afFe6t- 
ing the dilcourfea maybe in themfelv^s, I doubt they 
are introduced wi?h regard to the fpc<ftators alone ; for as 
Agamemnon had been kilkd twenty years ago, itnecef- 
fatily argues, that the julHce, or guilt of his death, muft, 
have been a fubjedt already fufficiently canvaiTtd betwixt 
Clytemneftraand her daughter. 

Ver. 39. 7bey hoth had^^fd,']. The old authors- vary 
mightily in regard to Helen's Children. EuOaihius ort 
Homer fays, (he only bore Hermione, and that (lie was 
not permitted to have any more children, becaufe child- 
birth is accounted to fpoil w/>inen's beauty. But fome 
fay, {he bore two diildren to Paris. Sophocles here gives 
her two by Mcnelaus ; which agrees, as the fcholiaft. 
obfervcs, with Hefiod's account,. 

Btit Paufanias in- Corinthlac, fays,. Menelaus Rad Nt- 
coftratus^'and Megapenthes by a (he-flave; but^othem 
fay, her proper name was A^Ajj,- i. e. Serva, 

Ver. 123. Inaufpitioit$ wWj.] *Ti8 almoft too weft 
known to require a note, how fuperftitious the oldQreeks 
were in point of allbmihous words^ and particularly in. 
matters of religion. Before ihdr holy ceremonies be- 
gan, the cryer gave this charge ro the people, E^^fj^rr*,. 
which anfwers to- the terms afterwards ufed by the 
Romans, favete Unguis; which do not fo flri^lly enjoio 
k'dtep filence, as an. abilaihing from all prophane and. 
ominous words. 



Mal^ omirtdtii 

Par cite verbis, . Hon 

For they reckoned that fuch terms prophaned* the facri- 
ficc; (and therefore Pl.tutus- calls* if, <rbfcanare) and if 
tbefe exprdSoas were uttered by any one nearly related 

to 
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to the per&n^ whofe bufinefs was in haod, they took 
the greater notice of thcm^ and accounted ihem fo 
much the worfe. Or if the omen were immediateljr 
eatched by the hearer, 'or ilruck upon his iinagination,. 
it was of the more force. 

Ver. 129. Shallfreemefram the fears, '\ Wehavehear4 
already in the firft a6t, that Clytemneftra had difclofe^ 
her dream to the Rtfing Suuy to deprecate its omen : 
this {he did conformable to the cufloms of the ancients ; 
and Triclinius helps us out with their reafon for it, W 
' ftwiij'i E»a>]i^ (n€mpe *^Xi(^) 5to« if* tJ KuxJi, an:Si^Qv\h 
M^yao-%leti^ ^c, hecaufe the fun being contrary to the night y 
might have f&v^er to avert^ or expel all evils irougbt by the 
fame. Ana therefore they gave the fun or Apollo the 
epithets of avo)pov<t»i^, i^aiuri^k^f ^c. But this telling 
of dreams was not always appropriated to one particular 
deity, but fometimes to Hercules, Jupiter,,or the Houfc- 
hold Gods. Nor was the difclofing of their fears reckon- 
ed fufficient, but tTiey were to offer incenfe, or other 
oblations, and pray (as Clytemneflra here does) that if 
good was portended, it might be brought to pafs ; if the 
contrary, that the gods would avert whatever ill was 
boded by them. iEfchylus, in his Perfians, lets us inta 
another, cuflom in thefe cafes ; Queen Atofla being tei% 
yilied by a no6Kirnal vifion, as foon as ihe rofe. wenx to- 
a river, and waflied away the pollutions of the nighty 
before flie approached the altars of the gods ;. 

The fcholiaft on this place of jEfcylus gives a dl^rr n|: 
reafon, why the fun was looked upon as the avertKrof' 
dre^nss, mm y<k^ IfriXtK/Ai^avl^, . o» i!y«tpo» ^Ue^fi^a^^Itfi) f^ 
be oncejhining^ dreams vanijb and are d^Jfyated. 

Ver. 157* Her drcf and perfoml The ortgnal is «r^fVt» 
ya^ uf Ttt^uvff^ tla-o^avy which Mr. johnfon'* late edition 
renders. Decora enimy ut regina^ ixidetur vultMi But i' 
cannot think this expreflea the whole meaning of the- 

Groek^ 
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Greek, as if the governor knew Clytemneftra to be a 
quten only by her face ; but (as the fcholiaft fays better) 
fop^a^ilai in in? ro^^lj *^ T^jy 'Ra-aiXiiuny he concluded her 
luch, trom her robes and regalia. 

Ver. 172. KnoiVy mighty queen ] I have taken a liber- 
ty in this narration, for which, however I may be ac- 
cufcd by the adorers of Sophocle?, I H-iall be eafily par- 
dor.ed by every Englifli reader : I have ventured rather 
to make an agreeable innovation on, than be a faithful 
tranflator of, a" paflage which contains too tedious and 
graphical" a defcription of the Pythian g;imcs to be relifli- 
cd at this tinfie of day ; and cools the pafTion which it 
(liould excite, and keep warm by its concifenefs and di- 
ilrefs. 

Ver. 174. Cekhrates her Pythian gaptc^^l Ariftotle finds 
fault with this narration in the EleifVra ; upon which it 
may not be improper to add part of Mr. Dacier^s re- 
marks, Sophocles was not fo prudent and judicious in 
tRe management of fome other of his pieces, as he was 
in Oedipus; for in his Ele6lra, he was guilty of the 
very fault that Ariflotlc here mentions, by putting in 
fomething that was abfurd, J^nd which is the more vi- 
cious, bccaufe he was the author of it. In the fecond 
fcene of the fecond a6t, he who brings the falfe news of 
Orefle^'s death, fays, That that prince being at the ce- 
febrared meeting of the Giecians, to aflilV at the ?/• 
thian games, won all the prizes, but was killed In the 
race of the chariois. Ariliotle thought this was abfurd^ 
3nd out of all reafon, i>ot beca^ufe it was not probable, 
that iEgyfVhus and Clytemneftra (hould not hear the 
Beu^s before the arrival of thofe who brpught Orefles** 
alhcs, for there were a thoufand things which might 
hinder that; but becaufe the Pythian games were not 
inftitured till above five years after Oreftes Wi^s dead, and 
t4iis fsKhood ruined all the probab lity of the piece, of 
which it was the" foundation. — Without doubt, Sophcclea^ 
thought his audience ^did not know the rife of thofe- 
games, or ehe be would have taken care not to have 
made fuch an alteration in the epocha ; otherwife the 
abfurdity is admirabfy well hid, under the wonderfuj 
charms which are in the relation,, but that don't juflify 

Yeri. 
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Ver. 287. The fate of Amphiaraus,^ fit was a grca( 
foothfayer, who foreleeiiig tb^it all who went wirh 
Adradus to the Thebaa war ftiould perlHi, Adrallus only 
excepted, refufed to go along with him, and prevented 
feveral others from entering into the fame league. Adra- 
flus was told, he need only give the necklace to Eriphyla^ 
(Amphiaraus's wife) which Polynicts had brought from 
Thebes, and which had been dedicated to harmony, to 
prevail on Amphiaraus to make one in the expedition. 
Adraftus obeyed the advice, and Eriphyla, charmed with 
the beauty oF the necklace, promifed to enga^ her huf- 
band ; for that depended only on her, Amphiaraus hav- 
ing fworn to obey his wife in every thing. 

Ver. 29S. Found afonJ] Alcmeon was the fon of Am- 
phiaraus ; the father, on his departure for Thebes, flri^t- 
ly charged his fon, who was then very young, that 
when he came to age, he fhould revenge his death by 
killing his mother* Alcmeon obeyed ihefe ordt rs very 
punctually : feveral of the poets reprefcnied this flory 
m tragedy ; and this murder of Eriphyla by AlcmeoOi 
the ancients faw with great plcafute a^ed oa their 
Cages* 

NOTES upon the THIRD ACT. 

Ven I. For joy^ my diarej!.'] Chryfothemis having 
been at her father's tomb to olfer her own and filler j 
hair thereon, meets with the libations there, which had 
been poured by Oreftes, and by them fuggefts he was 
returned to Argos : for that Clytemnefira had not offered 
them, nor yet Eledlra, nor Chryfothemis, and therefore 
it muft be Orefles. 

Ver. 24. Withjhreams of milk, \ The libations which 
they made at a fepulchrc, conlifled for the moft part of 
honey, and milk, and wine : upon which they fomeiimes 
fprinkled barley-flower. The mamier of ufing the!"e 
liquors, was to go round the monument ; and pour out 
fome, as they went, out of a bottle (Tsva-cx^ aVxop, as Eu- 
ripides fays in his £Ie<3;ra) and as they offered, they ufed 
certain fpeeches and prayers to the gbofls of the dead to 
be propitious to them : and therefore thofe ;^c«t, or liba- 
tions,^ were ufuxiliy termed ytMi^^Q^^ and df^^ln^toi. 

Ver. 
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' Ver. 26. And all the flowers ] The cuftom of ftrewlng 
flowers jabout the grave fceins rather in honour of the 
manes, than any ways propitiatory. They fometimes 
vove them into garlands before they prefented them, and 
this was T^^ouwv rviprvfA^w^ a crtnimipg of the iomh, Thefe 
garlands were called fgcJIij, either from their cxprcffing 
love; ox from i^a»^, becaufe compofed of a collection 
of flowers; or laftly, becaiffe they were thrown JwLw 
"e^w, upon the earth. The reafon of it, fays the fcho- 
liaft upon Euripides, was w^oj to rifAair «wo /x/Iot^o^a? T«r 
nxwrlw, to honour tfje dead as they ufed to do the living 
' when they *{vonthe games, 

NOTES wfQn the FOURTH ACT. 

Ver. io» But aged Strophius,^ He was king of Phoeis, 
ind father of Pyladcs. But after all, why muft Oreftes 
and his governor vary in their ftory ? Orelles himfelf 
comes from Strophius, but he charges his governor to 




that Phanoteus was (aid to be the name of a city ; if 
this be fo^ I indeed have erred; but there is a fecond 
place, which, I believe, will juftify my conftru6liortj 
ver. 672. Oawliv; ^uitwq, fays the governor, Phanoteus 
the Phocian : for Sophocles could neVer mean the go- 
vernor (hou Id fay, the Phanotean, the Phocian, which 
he rauft do, if Phanoteus were a city. 

Ver. 30. A torch to kindle npJ] For it was cuflomary 
for the pile to be lighted by fo me of the. dead perfon s 
nearell relations or friends ; who did it with thtir faces 
turned from the pile, to (hew themfelves averfe to lb 
mournful an office, ^o at Mifenui^s funeral in Virg. 

^ SulyeBam more parent um 
A*verji tenutre facem. 

Ver. i©8. By all the honours.] The original has ir, 
f*i» »?•? y"«'«> &c. Do not I conjure you hy your chin or 
heard: but thfj conjuration would iecm very trivial and 
iiirlefque to us, however venerable amongfi the antients. 

That 
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That it was th^ cuflam of old, for fuppliancs to takt 
h^ild of the beartl of tbe perfoii to whom they made 
their entreaty, is evident from Homer, 

And this was one manner of falutation among the He* 
brews, as appears by 2 Sam. io, 9^ An<l J^ab took 
jlmaf^ hy tbe beard v:Uh the right band to kifs him, 

Ver. 12 2.. Be bold my^fculcr' s fignet.'\ Gr, lAx^u Q^^aU^ 
t&Ao? : upon which the fchoilaiU have commented veiy 
vanouily ; Triclinius thus, riy t| 1>^^ol¥\^' <5//-o», Sy ot « 
tliy^t>Tr<^ x5.1*7&/^8roi v^^qv. iVsgo* ^e (pac* to Q^^yt^a, ufit ri 
■^axlvAjo*. Tbe HV0fyJ/:>ouidi-r^ -wbicb tbe dtjccnd^nts of Pc- 
hpiMn V hut others fay ^ it is put fior afcal. The ttrrd 
fclwliaU purs a iHll dift'erent glofs upon ir, Qp^uylfoa riy& 

€!fciilet QfjL9io¥ ru ifjiM "sral^t Ai^tjocE/xyoM ; that 16, tbe maU 
jand, turn of his face and hody^ altogether refemhling bis 
father Agamemnon, I have trantlared ir fignet ; but am 
not abfolutely determined, whether that was the inten- 
tion of Sophocles. Ariftotle takes notice of a remem- 
brance made ufe of by the poet Carcinus in his Thyelles, 
by the means of a ftar j but perhaps that remembrance 
inay be much th€ fame as ours, and borrowed from 
Sophocles : for Robortellus conjt6kiies, and hot without 
great probability, (in Mr. Dacier's opinion,) that in- 
ftead of the word eirif^y which fignifies a ^ar, Ahilot'C 
writ or««, which fignifies. ^i^wfj, and that he means tk 
bone of ivory with ivhlch th^e gods repaired Felofs^sJbouJdcr^ 
and ivbicb appeared in bis dffccndants* 

. NOTES upen tbe FIFTH ACT, 

Ver. 4. The cufiomary banquet, '\ Qr, Ij Ta^o> ^8^15T» 
#e©<7^ir, which Mr, Johnfon renders, in fuiius Lebetem 
cdornat ; however I have relied on the worBs of' two 
of the fchoiiafts; the latter of which, as containing 
a full explanation, I fhall here tranfcribe. 'lr«V i"^ 
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/kiik^. tplaiiOa Si to vrt^ot Si.Xot- vytiP xocjau >>iQ'm» tl^ rdpav, 
T*/l«5-»» xo<rfjLu iiZ/rroY elq ^a^nyo^iotvu For after the runcnil- 
was ever, (fays Dr. Potter) the company met together 
at the houfeot thedeceafed ptrfon's neareft relations, to 
dWert iheiB from forrovv. Here there wa(s an entertain- 
ment provided, which wa» termed vi^i^isrvot, vat^oSuwnp 
rcip^^ &c. 

Ver* 26. Qrimfon fucrifice of Mars,y /. e» nvith the hlood 
they badjbed, y(u^ r»^u ^vfi^i^jq" A^i^, fays Sophocles ; and 
i believe he certainly expreffes himfelf thus, in allufion 
to the human vi^ms which were on fome occafiors. 
facrificed to Mars. Triclinus remarks on this pafTage 
thus, nyfiP ^v^ioLifirof atfjuil^fO ^vffia oixiltct''A^rn» ^»Aa»- 
fwfl^ yog KaTiiTTotii that is, with the facrifice,. or blood 
which Mars receivi^s in facrifice, for he is termed a lovec 
of blood. 

Ver. 68. But if my 'words^ tran/grefs,'] The Greek hns 
it, It ^'«rir» wfAttTK ;. which^ I confefs, gave me no f mall 
trouble to underfland ; and unlefs another pailage in this 
play have helped me to a right conception of them, 1 
(hall as freely own myfelf ftill in the dark. Clytemne- 
ftra in the fecond a£t, triumphing on account of Oreiles'a 
difafier, £le6tra cries out. 

Avenging goddefs, hear her contumelies f 

Upon which TricliniUs remarks,. NsjKtJo-K, Si » ^s^f o^/ng 
T»? Tw^ $«w«jf ip©^jl^©ir1dK f^ Twr»« rifAu^^iimy i. C. Ne- 
mfis is a goddefs wlo re/en ts and puni/bes all infults upon 
the dead. So -^gyilhus, triumphing on the like occa- . 
fion, ftopslhort;— -*^«/^/#rr, grjhall be fmnijbed for 
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MliCCLXXYII* 



TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

The EARL of JERSEY^ 

Loig> Chamberlain of his MajestyV 



My Lord, ■ ^ : 

IF any thing may atone for the liberty I take in ofler*- 
ing this trifle'to your Lordlhip, it is, that I will en* 
jagc not to be guilty of the common vice of deAcations^ 
nor pretend to give the world an account of the many 

rKid qualities they ought to admire in your Lofdihipk 
hope, I may reckon on it as fome little piece of merits 
ID an age where there are fo many people wri:e pane*' 
gjPficlfs, and fo few defer ve them. I am fure you ought 
not to fit for your pi6ture, to fo ill a hand as mine. Men 
of your LordOiip's figure and flation, though ufeful and' 
Ornamental to the age they live in, are yet referved for 
the labours of the hiftorian, and the entertainment of 
pofterity ; nor ought to be afperfed with fuch pieces of 
flattery while living, as may render the true hilWy fuf- 
p€(5ted to thofe that come after. That which fhould tak« 
up all my care at prefent, is moft humbly to beg yout^ 
Lordftiip's pardon for importuning you on this accounff ; 
for imagining that your Lordftiip (whofe hours are all 
dedicated to the beft and moft important ufes) can have 
any leifure for this piece of poetry. I beg,, my Lord> 
that you will receive it, as it was meant,, a mark of my 
entire refpe£t and veneration. 

• I hope It may be fome advantage to me, that the town- 
has not received this pky ill. To have-depended merely 
Upon 70ur Lordftiip's good-nature, and have offered 
fomething without any degree of merit, would have been, 
an unpardoniible fault, cfpecially. to fo .gOod aijudgc^ 
A. a. The. 
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"The play itfelf, as I prefcnt it to your Lordfliip, is a 
much more perfect poem than it is in the reprefentatioa 
on the ftage. I was led into an error in the writing of it, 
by thinking that it would be calier to retrench than to 
add : but when I wa3.at lafl neceflitated, by reafon of the 
extreme length, to cut off near fix hyiidred lines, I^founi 
that it was maimed by it to a great difad vantage. Xhe 
fable (which has no manner of relation to any part of 
true hiflory) was left dark and intricate, for want of a 
great part of the narration, which was left out in the 
iirftfcene; and tl\e chain and connexion, which ought 
to be in the dialogue, was interrupcd in many of the 
other places. But lince what was omitted in acting is 
now kept in, I hope it may indifferently entertain your 
Lord{hip, at an unbending hour. The. faults which are 
inofl generally-found (and which I could be very proud 
of ftibmitting to your Lordfhip's judgment, if you can 
haveleifure forfo trivial a caufe) are, that the cata£lro<- 
phe in the fifth a6t is barbarous, and fliocks the audi- 
cnce. Some.people,whofe judgment I ought to have a 
deference for, have told me^ that they wifhed I had given 
the 4atter part of the flory quite another turn ; that Ar^ 
taxerxes and Araellris ought to have been preferyed, and 
made happy in the conclulion of the play ; that befides 
the fatisfa6tion which the fpe(5tators would have-had, to 
have feen two virtuous (or at leafl innocent) chara^Vers 
rewarded and fuccefsful, there might have been alfo a 
more^ioble and inflru6Hve . moral drawn that way. I 
raufl: confefs, if this be an error (as perhaps it may) it 
is a voluntary one, and an error of my judgment : fince 
in the writing, I actually made fuch a fort of an objec- 
tten to myhltf and chole to wind up the flory this way. 
Tragedies have been allowed, I know, to be written both 
ways very beautifully : but fince terror and pity are laid 
down for the ends of tragedy, by the great mafter and 
father of criticlfm, I was always inclined to fancy that 
the laft and remaining imprejflions, which ought to b^ 
left on the minds of an audience, fhould proceed from 
one of thefe two. They fhould be ftruck with terror in 
feveral parts of the play, but always conclude^ and g<? 
away with pity ; a fort of regret proceeding from good- • 
nature, whichi though an uneafinefs, i$ nQt altogeth^ip 

difa- 



difagreeable tb the perfon who feels ir. It was this paf- 
fion that the famous Mr. Otway fucceeded fo well i'n 
touching, and mufl and will at all times affc6t people, 
who have any tendernefs or humanity. If therefoi-e I 
hadfaved Artaxerxes and Amellris, I believe (with fub- 
roiflion to my judges) I had deflroyed the greateft occa- 
fion for Com paflion in the whole play. Any body may 
perceive, that iheis raifed to fome degrees of happincfs^ 
by hea^g that her father and huiband are living (whonr 
ilie had fuppofed dead) and by feeing the enemy and per* 
fccutor of her family dying at her feet, purpofely^ that 
tke turn of her death may be more furprifing and piti- 
ful. As for that part of the objection, which fays, that 
mnocent perfons ought not to be ftiewn' unfortunate ; the 
fuccefs and general approbation which many of the beft 
tragedies that have been writ, and which were built oa 
that foundation, have met with, will be a fufhcient. ati^ 
fwer for me. 

That which they call the poetical juftice, is, I thiflk^ 
ftridly obferved ; the two principal contrivers of cvil^ 
the Statefman and Priefl, are puniflied with death ; and' 
the Queen is depofed from her authority by her oWn- 
fon ; which, I fuppofe, will be allowed as \he fevered 
mortification that could happen to a woman of henimpe— 
rious temper. 

If therexan be any cxcufe 'for my entertaining your 
Lordlhip with this detail of .criticifms, it is, that I would 
have this firjft mark of the honour I have for your Lord- 
flilp, appear with as few faults as poffible. Did nor the* 
prevailing cha rafter of youf^Lordlhip's excellent huma- 
liiry and good-nature encourage me, what ought I not ta 
fear from the nicenefs of your tafte and judgment ? The 
delicacy of your reflexions may be very fatal to fo rough' 
a draught as this is ; but if I will believe (as 1 am fure L 
ought to do) all men that I have heard fpeak oPyour 
Lordfhip^ they bid me hope every thing from your 
goodncfs. This is that, I muft fincerely owifj which 
made me extremely^mbitious of your Lordfliip^s patron- 
age for this piece: lam but too fenlible that there are a. 
multitude of faults in it ; but fince the gocd-nature of 
the town has covered,, or not taken notice of them, I- 
muft have fo much difcrction, as not to look. witU an af- 
A 3 fcclcd 
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fo&sd nicety into them myfelf. With all the faults a&d 
i imperfedions which it may have, I mud own, I ihall be 
yet very well fatisfied with it, if it g^ves me an opportu* 
nity of reckoning myfelf from this cime» 

Tour Lordfhip's moft obedient 

and devoted humble fervant,, 

N* R O W £• 
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PROLOGUE. 

JF ifying lovers yet^dff ewe a iear^ 
If a Jadjiory of a maiiPs dc/pair^ 
\ Tct move cdmpaffion in the pitying fair ; 
j nis day the poet does his arts employ^ 

The foft accejffes of your fouls to try^ 
] "Not let the Stoic hoafi his mind unmoved ; 
I 3!he Irute philofopher^ voho ne*er has proved 
' ^hejoy of loving and of being lov d ; 
Who fcorns his human nature to confefsy 
Andfbriving to be more than man^ is lefi. 
Nor let the men the 'weeping fair accufcy 
Thofe kindprqteBors of the tragic miife^ 
Whofe tears did moving Ot^joay^s labours crovin^ ^ 
And made the poor Monimid*s grief their o<wn : 
Tho/e tears their art^ not vjeaknefs^ has conftjiy 
Their grief approved the nisenefs of their tqfte, 
And they *{v^t mofi^ becavfe theyjudg'd the hejl. 
! could this age's voriters hope to find - 
I An audience to compaffion thus inclin^dy 
I Yhefiage voould need no farce ^ nor fong^ nor dance ^ 
Ndr capering Monfteur brought from aBive France : 
^ GiJtchj and his organ-pipe^ his dogs and bear^ 

To native Barnet might i^ain^ repair^ 
I Or bteatbeyvoith Captain Otter ^ Bankftde air^ 
MyefUc Tragedy Jbould once ag^in 
In purple pomp adorn thefv:eUing fcene : 
' Htr fearch fhould ranfack all the ancients Jiore^ 
The fortunes of their loves and arms explore ^ 
Such as might grieve-youy but fhould pleafe you more^ 
Wlmt Shakefpeare durft not^ tl>is bold age fhould doy 
And famous Greek and Latin beauties fhem t 
Slmhfpeare^ ^\)hofe genius to itfilf a iaw^ 
r€ouid men in every height of nature dravo^ 
And copy^d all but voomen that hefa^v, 
Tbofi ancient heroines your concern Jhould movt^ 
Their grief and anger much^ but mofi their lovi ^ 
ior in the account of every age vjefind 
The. bejl and fairefl of thalfex ivere kindy 
To pity ahvays a»d to love inclin!d. 
AJTert^yefair dneSy who in judgment fit^ 
Xmr ancient empire over love and wt j 
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Reform §nrfen/c^ and teach the men t^obey : 
TfjeyUl leave their tumblings rf you lead the "wqy^ 
Be but what thofe before to OtHX)ay ivere : 
O were you but as kind ! «Ltv hu/w you are as fair ^ 
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THE 

AMBITIOUS step-mother: 



"•#• Tbelintt marked with inverted comma f, 'tbws,* are emit fed in tht 
reprefentation* 



ACT I. 

SCENE, A R^al Palace. 
Enter y at fever al doors ^ Mirzaand Magag,, _• 

MiRZA. 

WHAT bring'ft thou, Magas ? Say, how farca thd 
King? 

* Mag. As one, whom when we number with the Hvingj, 
We fa/ the moft we can ; tho* fure it muft 

Be happier- far to quit a wretched being, 
Than keep it on fuch terms : ' for as I entered 
^ The royal lodging, an univerfal horror 

* Struck thro' my eyes, and chill'd my very heart ; 

* The chearful day was every where fhut out 

* With care, and left a more than midnight darknefs^ 
'* Such as might even be felt : a few dvm lamps, ^ 

* That feebly lifted up thefr (ickly heads, 

* Look'd faintly thro* the fhade, and made^it feem 

* More difnjal by fuch light ; while thofethat waited. 
'* In'folemn forrow, mix'd with wild amazement, 

I* Obferv'd a dreadful filence. 
« Mir. Didft thou fee him ? ^ • 

' Mag. My Lord, I did : treading with gentle-fteps^ 
I reach'd the bed, which held the poor remains 

^ Of great Arfa^res : juft as I appi-oach'd, 

*^Hi« 
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And only took the (lory as reported 

By different fame ; • you mufl have known it better. 

Mir Indec<i I aid ; then favour'd by the King> 
And by that means a (liarer in the fecret. 
'Twason a day of public feftival, 
When beauteous Artemifa flood to view 
(Behind the covert of a golden lattice) 
The King and <:ourt returning froiu the temple : ' 

When jull as by her fland Arfaces paft, 
The window by defign or chance fell down. 
And to his vi©w expos 'd her blu(hing beauties. 
She feem'd furpris'd, and preiently withdrew ; 
But ev'n that Qioment was an age in love ; 
So was the monarch's heart for paflion moulded4^ 
So apt to-takc at firft the foft impreflion. 
Soon as we were, alone, I found ibe evil 
Already paft a remedy, and vainly 
Urg'd the* refentment of her injured lord $ 
His love was deaf to all. . 

Mag, <Was Tiribafus abient ? . 

Mr. He. Was then general of the horfe, 
Obder old Memnon in the Median war. 
But if thatkliftant view fo much had charm'd him. 
Imagine how he burnt, when, by my means, 
He view'd her beauties nearer ; when each action, 
And every graceful found confpir'd to charm him : 

* Joy of her conqueft,and the hopes of great nefs, * 

* Gave luftre to her charms, and made her feem » 

* Of more than mortal excellence,* In fbort, 

After (ome faint refiftance, like a bride » 

That ftrives a while, tho' eager for the blifs, 

The furious King -enjoy'd her : 

And to.fecure their joys, a fnare was laid 

For her unthinking lord, in which he fell. 

Before the fanve of this could reach his ears. 

Since that, fhe flill has by fuccefsful arts 

Maintained that powV, which firil her beauty gain'd. 

Mag. Witiideepeft forefi^ght, wifely has (he laid 
A fure foundation for the future greatnefs 
Of Artaban, heronlydarling.fon. 

Ji^ch bufy thought, that rolls within her breaft, . 

• " •• 3 Labouri 
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X^abours for him : tbeKinp, ^ben firft be ficken'd, 
Declar'd he (hould fucceed hinvin the throne. 

JMSr, That was a point well gain'd ; nor were the elder- 
Of Anaxerxesi worth our leaft of fears, ' t^ip* 

If Memnon's intereft did not prop his caufc. 
Since then they ftand fccur*d, l?y being join*^, 
From reach of open force, it were a mafier-piecei 
Worthy a thinking head, to fow diviiion , 

And feeds of jealoufy, to loofe thofe bonds 
Which knit and hold them up; that (b divided^ 
With cafe they might be ruin'd. 

A^g, That's a difficulty next to impoflible. '" 

Miu Ceafe to think fo, 

* The wife and active conquer difficulties, ^ 

* By daring to attempt them : Sloth and Folly, 

* Shiver and (hirink af fight of Toil and Hazard, * 

* And make th* impoffibility they fear,' 

Ev'n Memnon'd temper feems to give th* occafton ; . \ 
Of wrong impatient, headlong to revenge ; [ 

Tho* bold, yet wants that faculty of thinking, . * 

That (hould dire6^hi»ai^er. Valiant fools . * 

Were made by Nature tor the wife to work with ; 
They are their tools, and ^tis the fport of ftatcfmeii,. 
When heroes knock their knotty heads together, 
And fall by one another. ; 

Mag, What you've faid, ' * . 

Has wak'd a thought in me which may be lucky : . \ 

Ere he was banilh'd for your brother's murder, *■ 

Tberewasafriendftiip'twixtus J and tho' then ' ' ^ , 
I left his barren foil, to root myfclf .. . 

More lafely und^r your aufpicious fhade. 
Yet ftill pretending ties of ancient love. 
At his arrival here I'lWifit him : 
Whence this advantage may at leaft be tnade^ 
To ford his (hallow foul. 

Mr.. Oh! much, much m6re ; 
'Twas haj^ly remember'd : * nothing gulla 

* Thefc open unfufpcifting fools, like rriendlhip : ] 

* Dull heavy things ! whom Nature has left honeft 
' In mere frugality, to fave the charge 

* She's at in fetting out a thinking foul : 

* Whoj fiftce tbciir own (liort underflandings reach 

^ B * N« 
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^ Ko fttrther thaa &f prefent, think ovf n the wtft^ 
-^ Like them, d'l^loCc the fccrets o( their bteafts^ 
^ Spe^k what they ^hiok^ md tdl-tal^ of tliemfc^lvies** 
Thy function too wiU vmrnifli o*er our aircf, 
And fandiify dsfleiobliog. 

Mag, YctiUUIdoubt, ' 
.His caution may draw back, a&d^r a (iiare« 

Mir. Yell him, the better to aM the fraud, 
That even I wriih bis fiieoddiipi, and would gUdljr 
Forget that CBufe of haie, wbicb k>n^b«9 held wi 
At mortal' diiiance, give u^ my reveoge, 
A grateful offering to the pujl^ic peace, 

Mag, Could you aflbrdrhim fuch a^lH-ibfi as AfLt^ 
A brother Vrblood ^ot mia^oa'di 

Mir. No, Aifeigas, 
ft is not in the^wer of Fate to n^o 
"That thought from out ooy aiemory : 

* Eternal 4»^t, 'as true, inay ceA a (Hade 
"* On at! myTacuUie^, eicttfig4A(h l^oewkdgc^ 

* And great neveoge may with my bdAg^^oafe ;; 
-* But whiUHatn, thoiteirerwiilr^waia^ 

* And in ny la^ fpirits fliilfiHrvive.*. 
Yet I would bavS'thae nroanife that, and mwe^ 
The fVieadlbip of tbe Qpoeo« the reltitation 
Of his command, and honours, that his da^gbirt 

Shall be the bride of Artaban ; fay any tUof ^ 
Thou kpow'il tlie lauh of couniiefis, and tiioir iombs^ 
jLike thofe of lovers, the X«ods Uu^ at 'em. 

Mag. Dpubt not my zesd <o ferve our royal miftr^fu . 
And in her iutereft yours^ my friend and ,pa^ffQ»i« 

Mr, My worthy Prieft 1 fiiU be my fsiittiid, tnl 
(hare 
Tfaentmoft of roy po«/V : by .gr^aieneft cais^ 

Thou, like the 43od thou ferv*ft, fliak ibicie aWt, . 
And with thy influence. rule 4h« under waririd* 
But fee! the Queen appears,.; f flie i«ema t»m«fe; 
^ ** Her thoughthil foul labours with fbitve Gvtmt 
^ Orhigh import^ which buftles like an ^mbxy^ 
'■* In its dark room, and long^ to be difclos^^l/ 
^ etiKi left we difturb her. 

u3 £a/fr 
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Enter the Queen attended^ 
f^een. Be fix*d, my foul, fix'd on thy tmn firm bafis-f: 
Bt conAant to thyfelr;; nor know the w^knef^. 
The poor irrefolution of my Tex : 
^ Difdain thpfe ihewe of danger, that x^-ould bapr 
*• My way to gWy. Ye diviner P&w*r« ! 

* By whom *ti» faid we are^; from wKofe'^b right bem^:* 
^ Thofe a£ttve parta were ftruck whkk m©ve out clayj: 
' I feel and I confeft rh* etherealenetgy, 

•"That bufy reftlefs priociple, whole appcttte 
*- Is only pleas '4 with greamefs like your own : 

* Why have yo« ctogg^d it then with this dull maft,, 

* And Jliut k wp in womaa >- Why debased it 
•• Toaa inferior part of tb^ creation }' * 

* Since yoitr own heavenly hands nii^oofc my lot, 

* Tisyou havecrrM not I.' G<iuW fate e^er mean^ 
Me for a wife, a ilavcyto Tiribafus ! 

^ To fuch a thing as he f A wretch ! A h-ufband ! * ' 
Therefore in juft ^ertion of myfelf, 
I (hook him off, and pofs'd tbofe narrow limits. 
Which laws cofitrivetn vain for (bals born greaf. 
There is not, mtilft doc be, ft ooAd for greatnefs \ 
Pow'r gives a fan^on, and midce» all things }iift. 
Ua ! Mirza 1 Worthy Lord^ I. faw thee not, 

\Beetng Jrfirztii 
So bufy were my fkeulties iD'thought. 

Mirxa. Th^ thoughts of priinces dwdl i© fecrcd 

privacy, [^wr/>Qft 

fhknewn and venecable to the vulgar | 
And like a terople'a innermoft recefies, 
None enter tb behold rhc hallow'd myfteri^, 
Unbiddeit of t!ie <5od that dwells within. 

^een, Wi& Mirsa ! Weremyft^ a temple, fit^ 
For Goas and godlHie eotmfeh to inhabit. 
Thee only Would I chufe of all mankind. 
To be the prieft, ftill favoured witfc aocefs ; 
Whofe piercing wit, fway'd by unerring jpdgment^ , 
Might mingle even with aifem bled God«, 
When they dcvife unchangeable dfecrect, . . 
And eal) em fare* y 

Mima. Whate*er I am, each factjttyj 
ytt utmeil* power o£ xxiy exerted foul, 

R,j|^ • Prefenrer- 
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Prcfcrves a being for your fervicc; 
And when I am not yours, I am no more. 

^een. Time ihall not knpw an end of my acknow- 
But every day of our continu*d lives [ledgcmencs: 

Be witnefs of my gnititude, to draw 
The knot, which holds our common interefl, cloier ; 
Within fix days, my fon, my Artaban, 
Equally dear to me as life and glory, 
In public (hall efpoufe the fair Cleone, 
And be my pledge of everlafting amity. 

Mir%a, O, royal Lady I you outbid my fervicc: 
And all returns are vile, but words the poorefl. 

^ieen. Enough ! be, as thou had been, ^111 my 
I aik no more. But I obferve of late, [friend, 

Your daughter grows a flranger to the court ; 
Know you the caufe ? 

Mirza, A melancholy girl ; . 
Such in her iafancy her temper was, 
Soft, even beyond her fex's tendernefs ; 

* By nature pitiful, and apt to grieve 

* For tl^emihiaps of others, and fo make 

* The forrows of the wretched world her own : * 
Her clofet and the Gods fliare all her time, 
Except when only (bv fome maid attended) 
^e feeks fome (hady tolitary grove, 

. Or by th^ gentle murmurs of fome brook 
Sits fadly lift ning to a tale of forrow, 
'Till with her tears (lie fwell the narrow ftreatn. 

^eeftt It is not well, thefe thoughts rauft be removed} 
That eating canker, grief, with wafteful fpite. 
Preys on the rofy bloom of yoath and beauty : 
But love (hall chafe away thefe clouds of fadneff ; 
My ion (hall breathe fo warm a gale of (ighs, 
As fliail di(rolve thofe ificles that hang . 
Like death about her heart. 
Attend' ue, holy Magas, to the King, r 

Nor ceafe to importune the mighty Gods 
To gfant him heiilth, tho' much I fear in vain. 

\Exeunt Queen, Magas, and AtfnJant^ 

Mir%a, This meddling Pried, longs to-be found a fool.; 

* Thinks he that. Memnon, foldier as Ij€ is, . > .^ 

* Thqu^h^' 
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• Tlioughtlefs and dun, will fi^t te U9 fyothint »^ 
Howe'er L^ve Ws wife pwpefel wt*y, * 

Najr, urgy feim to go ^n 5 die ftikltdtr ftaod 
Will ruin him for ever with my euemfct, ■ » 

Ahd make him fimnly mine, fyite of &k fmtf^, , ^ * 

And natural iacoiplliiiicy. ■ . » 

While choice remaini, he w«I'B«lli«uiiftemfn«. 
ABd-nothing but iiee«ffifycaa fill hkn; ffe^if/^ 

^riitf^. MetWokt, nif i»W5f«hermMl'myfj^^ ^^ 
We^cntcr here hke ftrangm, and ttiHook'tr fot : , " 
^h bufy face We nieet^ with woinier ftuts, - 

Jlfw* Well may th^ Ignoble Set* 
wart, if ^^fcheedlefsftepk they litmwat^ . 

Tread on the lion's walk : a, prince** genJtts 
Awes with roperiofgreatneft an beneath him ; 
With wonder iliey hHiold the pettt Aiface* 
Reviv'd again in godlike Arwaems,. . I 

In you they fee him j fuch as oft they did : 
Returning from htswara, and crowned with c^nqne*.* - 
When all tyur ▼irjgjnt met him on the way^ . ' * t 

And with their fongs and dances bleft hijtrhjnrtofc-^ '' ' 
Now bafety aw M fey famous priefb. and women. 
They ftart at ms^y^, andnfetm fuip!(ri'<f, • < 

AsifaGpd.fcidmet^em^ In hononr'^ name, ' ' 

Why havdwclct'i^s'fceP^Wljy hare wthngttM^^ ' ' 
And fuffer'dfuch a government, a? tHis f . /7 » 

To wafte our ilrwgtRj aW wear tmr entj^rcliWf ^ ' -' 

^r/Ajr. €»r8d be the means by which Atjft m-^tdkJ 
Fatal alike to me as to my o&untry ; ' -^ 

Which my g«e«f feal, tmabieto rereng^', , . '^ 

Has yet with indignatien ottiy feen. 
Out off, by arts of coward prieils and ftateffrerr, • ' ■ .'^ 
(Whom J difdaii^'d wjth fervilc fmile* tp court,) > ' — 
From the giH^af right which God 4and Pf^ijte'gaye'i' - ' ^ 
My birthrii^lrt to-a throne. • V '':. f 

ilfm, :Btorptiefts, nor fatefmen/. *:.%•:■> 

0)uld have com pleated Tucb an iH as that, .'■ • 4* ' ' 

1£ women had ngt mingled ip thee railchfef ^ ; ■ • ' -^ 
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If Artemrfa had not by her c;hanns, ' . ' 

And all her fex's cunnings wrought the King» . 
Old, obviQps to her arts, decay'd in greatneis. 
Dead to the memory of what pnce he was, 

• Juft crawU|ig OQ the vergjc of wretched life, 
' A burden to himfelf, and his friends pity,' 

'Among his other failings, to forget 
All -dnt a father and a king could owe 
To fuch a fon ^s you 5 — to cut you off 
Ftorn your fucccffion, from your hopes of empire^ 
And graft her up^t offspring on to royalty, 

-^/<ji^. But it I bear it,; , * 

Oh, may 1 \Wt tp be ipy, brpther's (lave, ^ . , 
The fcorn of thole brave friepda that, onvn my cauft ; . 
May you, my father, fpurn me for a coward, a> . 
Leave me to vile defpair. ^ By heav*n, my heart . / 
Sits lighter in my bofom, when I think 
That 1 this day (hall iiieet the boy my brather^ 
"Whofe yoiing. ambition with afpiring^ wings . 
Dares ev*n to mate my greatnefs* 

Mem. Fame, th^^ -fpeaks 
Miautely every circumflance of princes, 
iDefcribes him bold, and fiercely fond of power^ 

• Which ev'n in fpite of Nature he affe6b i* / 
Impatient of command, and hardly deiening 

To be controurd by his imperious mother* 

lis faid too * as no means were left untry'd, 

^ Vt^hich might prepare and fit hijvi ta contend ^ 

•^^WitVa fuperiorright and merit,^. . . . . 

lliat b«oks' and (he politer arta^ (which thofe 

• l^hoktiow admire) ' have been his care j ali«eady •. 
ite iningles in their councils, and they trufl;, 

Ijis youth wi|h fecrets of, important villainy. 

The crowd, taught by hb creatures to admire hiiij^ . ^. 

Stile him jA God in wifdom. 

AfiOK. Be that -his glory t . .> 1 . 1 

Let him with .pedants h^nj:,for praife on bopks^ V * 
Pour out hi^ Ufe amongft the lazy gown-men^ , \ 
6sioir okf and yainly proud in fancy»'d knowledge^ .. 
, 'ffiteaual to the talk of vafl ambition ; . ^ 

Ambition ! the dofire of adive fouls» 
That puilies 'em beyond the bounds of Nature, 

And 
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And elevates th^ hero to the God. 

But fee ! My love, your beauteous daughter, comes^ ^ 

And ev*n ambition ucken» at her iight. 

. ., Mnter Ameftris attended. 

Revenge and fierce defircs of glory ceafe 
To urge my paffions, maflerM by her eyes ^ 
And only gentle fires now warm mybreaft. 

Am. I come, my father, to attend your order. ' 

{^fo Mempon^ 

Mm, 'Tis well ; and I would have thee ilill be near me,. 
The malice of the fadion which I hate, 
WoulJ^ vent itfelf ev'n on thy inno<ience, 
Wert thou not fafe under a father's care. 

Artdx. Oh ! fay a lover's too ; nor can you have 
An interefl in her fafety more than mine. 
Love gives a rightfuperiorev'n to Nature; ' 

Or love is Nature in the nobleft meaning. 
The caufe and the preferver of the world. _ 

Thefearms, that long to prefs thee to my bofom, 
For ever (hall defend thee. . . , 

Mem. Therefore, my Ton,. , 
Unto your care Heave our common charge; ^ 

Tigranes with our friends expetSt my orders ; 
Thofe when I have dlfpatch'd, upon the ini!^nt 
I will return, and meet at your apartment. 

[Exit JSitmnom 

Artax. Come to- my arras, and let me hide you there 
From all.thofe. fears that ^vex thy beating heart ;. 
Be fafe and free from ajl thofe fancy *d dangers^ 
That haunt^hy apprehenfion.. -1 

Am. Can you blame me, * 

If from retirement drawn, ancl.pfeafing folitude^ ! 

I fear to tempt this ftormy fea, the world, 
Whofe ev'ry beach is fti:evvM with wrecks of wretches 
That daily perilh in it ? Curft ambition 1 ; 

Why dofl thoa come to trouble my rcpofe, *. 

• Who haveev-n from my.infancy difclaim*4thec ? * \ 

Artax. Ceafe to complain, my love, and let no 
^thought, . ' . 

But what brings pjcace and joy, approach thy breaft, * , 
Let me impart my manly fiies to thce,^ 
To warm thy fancy to a tafle of glonr ;' ^ 
l0sperial power, and purple greatnefe wait thee, " -'* 

Ana 
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And file for thy acceptance ; by theSua^. 

And by Arfaces'liead, I will not mount 

The throne of Cyrus,, but to fliare it with tfieci 

Am. Vain (hews of happioefi ! Dffceitful pajjeantryf 
Ah, Prince,! hadft thou but known the joys thatd«reli 
With humbler fortunes, thou wouldil curiethy royaltjfy 
Had fate allotted us fomeobfcurc village, . 
Where boly bleft with life*s neceflkies, . 
We might lutvepafaM in peace our happy days^.. 
Free from the cares which crowni and empires bong;.. 
There no ftep- molfher, no ambitious l^other^ 
No wicked uatefman, would with impious arts 
Have iirove tp wreft from u^ our fitiafl inheri.f;aAce, . 
Or ftir the iimple hinds to noifjr fa6lloR : 
Our nights had all been bleft with balmy (lumbers^ . 
And all our Waking hours been crown'd with love. 

Artax^ Exquime charmerl Now by- Orofmades^ , 
I fwear^ thyjeach foft accent melts my {bul : . 
The joy ofconquell, and immortal triumph. 
Honour and greatnefs, . all that fires tfaeiiero 
To high exploits and everlaffing iame. 
Grows vile ih fight of thee* My hai^ty foiili , 
By Natttce fierce, and' panting after glory, , 
Qould be content<tp live obfcure with^thee, . 
Forgptiea^and unjchown of aU but my Atnefltif • . 

Jim* No, foQvbf great Arfaces^ tho* my fouL; 
Shares in my fey's weaknefs, and would fly 
From noifib and faftlon, and from^ fatal greatneS ; : 
Yet fbf thy fake, thou idol of mv, heart, , 

• (Ner will I Wufh to.^owil the ncred ilame 

• Thy iigh» aw^ '0W& h^e kindled in yry breaft) **• 
For thy 16v'd fake, fpite of my beding re^rs, . 

ril juieet .the da^ng^r which ara^yition brin^^ 

And tread one path with thee : * Nbr Jh5ttito\ji Wfe»; 

• The glorious portion whxch.thy fate deigns theej , 

• Forttby Ameftris' fears. 

* /jfr/^iV. Give me thoie fears ;: 

• For all things willbeweH. ... 

* Am. Graiw it, ye Powers V ' 

This day 'before your altars will I kftccl,' 

Where all my vo«^s (hall for roy prince be dS&Ci^ : 

Still let fucce^ attend hiip, let mankind . 

Adort' 
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Adore in him your vriible divinity j 
Nor will I importune you for myfclf. 
But fum yp all I afk In Artaxerxes. 

At tax. And doubt not but the Gods will kindly h«ar 
Their vii^in voTtafy, and grant herprayV ; 
Our glorious Sun, the fource of light and heat, 
Whofe influence chears the world he did create, 
Shall frnile on thee from his meridian Ikies, 
And own the kindred beauties of thy eyes ; 
Thy eyes which, lliould his own fair beams decay. 
Might fhine for him, and blefs the world with day. 

{Exeunt^ 

.E?fD of the First Act. 



A C T II. 

SCENE, an Apartment of the Palace. 
Enter Memkon and Magai. 

... , , Memnun. . 

THOSE who are wife in courts, my holy Sir, 
Make friepdihips with the miniders of flatp, 
Nor fcek the ruins or a wretched exile. 
Left there .fhould be contagion in misfortunes. 
And make th* alliance fatal. 

Mag€u* Friends like Memnon 
Arc worth being fought; in danger ; * fince this ag;e, 
^ Of mofl flagitious note, degenerates 
' From the fam'd vihueof our anceHors, 
* And kives but few examples of their excellence,* 
Whom (hould we feek for rriendfliip but thofe few, \ 
Thofe happy few, , within whofe breads alone 
The footfleps of loft virtue y$t remain* ,' ^ ' 

Mem^ I pr'y thee,. peace.: for nothing miibecomes 
Theman that would he thought a friend, like flattery p ^■ 
Flattery, the meaneft kind of bafe diiTembling t 
And only us'i to catch the groflTeft fools : 
Befides, it fliijis the honour of thy function, 
Which, like die Gods thou ferv'ft, ftiould be fincere. ,. 

Mag» By that fincerity, by all the fervice » 
My friendmip can eicprefs, I would approve it : " 

And 
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And tho* I went not from Perfepolis 
Companion of your exile^ yet my heart 
Was with you (WW ^ and what I could I did^ 
BefeechtBg ev'ry God for your return. 

* Nor were thofe vows in vain, fince once'agam 

* 'Tis giv'n me to behold my friend ; nay more, 
' Would you agree, to keep you here for ever.* 

Mem The Gods, ^tistrue, arejufl, and have, I hop^ 
At length decreed an end to my misfortunes ; 
At lea^ they give me this, tadie with honour^ 
When life grows viie or burdenfome* 
. Msg. By me they offer all that you can alky 
And point an cafy way to happiacfe. 
Spare them the wounds our wretched country fears^. 
The thoufand ills which civil difcord brings. 
Oh ! flillthat noifeofwar, who fe dread alarm* 
Frighten repofe from countfjr vilhgeb> 
And illrrude tumult up, aaawifd dilira£Uj(t: 
In all our peaceful cities. 

Mem, Witnefs forme^ 
Ye awful Gods, who view our inmofl thoughts ^ 
I took not arms, till urg'd by felf-defetfce. 
The eWeft law of nature. 
Impute not then thofe ills that may enfue 
To me : but thofe who with ince&nt hate . 
Purfue my life, whofc mafice fpreads the flame 
To every part, that my devoted fabric 
May in the univerTa) ruin bum. 

Mdg. And yet ev'n there perhaps you judge too nSif^ 
Impetuous paflion hurries you fo faft, 
You cannot mark th* advantage of your fortune. 

Me^, Has not the law been urgd to fbt a brand 
Of foUl difhonour on my hoary head f 
Ha ! Am I'not profcrib'J ? 

Ma^. Forget that thou|(ht« 
That jarring grates your foul, anc! (Irrns the Irarmoof^ 
Qf bleffed peace to curfl in&ttial difcord. 
Hate and itv fata! cauTeft all fhall ^eafe. 
And Memnon's 4Mme be honouiM as of olcF^ 
The braveft ^d the moA fuccefsful warriofi^ 
The fortunate defender of his country. 

Mtm. rristtrue Cn^willittem aboalt toown^ 

thwft 
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1 have foaght.well for Perfia, * and repay 'd 

* The beam, of birch with hooeft fenrice/ 
f uH fifty rears harnefs'd in rugged fteel, 

2 have eQQufM the biting winter^s blad, 
.And the ieverer heats of parching fumm^r i 
Whxifi thc^ who loird at home on lazy couchav 
Amidil a creur of harlots ami (oft eunuchs, 
Were at my ^oA £ecare in luxury : 

This is a jufiice Minutes felf mufl do me. 

Ma^. Even be, tho' fatal accidents have ftt 
ik moU unhappy bar between your fritndlhipy 
Lamenting that there had been caufe of enmity. 
And owningall the merit of your virtues, 
ii^iU often wifii fate had oi:dain*d you friends^ 

Mem, Our God, the Sun, &all fooner change tiii' 
f And all th^impoffibiiities, which poets [courft^ 

Count to extravagance of loofedelcnpdoni > 

ShftU fooneK be. 

Mag. Yet hear me, noble Memnon: 
When by the duty of my prieflfhood mov'd, 
; * ^adin}uiLdetefUti4anQfthemifchiefs 
< * InteiUne jars produce/ I urg^^d witt Mira», 
By his concurrence, help, and healing counfel, 
I To flop thofe ^iroundsat which his country bleeds ^ 

<jrievM at the thought, he vowM his whole eodeaTour 
! Should b^ tcdofe thofe breaches : 
That ev'n Cleanckr's death, and all thoTe quarrels ' ^ 
That long have nouriili'd hatred in your houfes^ 
I Should he in joy of public peace ^rgoeiCB. 

- Um^ Oh, couklft thou ckarm the malice of a fi»tef« 
I And make ium quit his purp«fe of reveiige, [man^ 

I Thy preaching might reform the guii^ warld^ 
I And vice ^voiu Id be no more* 
Mag. Na|r,ey'ji the Queen 
Will bind the con^rmation by her fai. 
And aiks the fair Ameflris for prince Artaban* 
Mem, Were that the only ternis, it were impolQ^Ie* 
Mag, You (vouM not fhuh th' alliance i>f a Prince ? » 
Mem, No, for It is the glory of my £ice. 
That Ariaxcnces is deiign'd my fon, 

* with every grace and royal vinue crowned ; 

* Great, juiU andmerciful^ fuch as mankind 
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** (When in the infant wdrldlirft governments 
^ Began by choice) would have delign'd a king. 

Mag. * Unbojundedpow'r, and height of greacnefs girt 
'* To kings thac luilre, which we think divine ; . 

• "The wife who know *em, know they are but men, 
** Nay fotiietimes weak ones too : the crowd indeed, 

• Who kneel before the image, not the God, 
« Worftip the deity thdr hands have made.* 
The name of Artaban will be as great 

As that of Cyrus, when he fliall polTefs 
^As fiire he fliall) his throne. 

Mem, Jlai What means he ? 
This villian pricfls ! But hold my rage a Tittle, 
And learn diHiraulation ; I'll try him further* \.Afi^ 
Yott talk in riddles, when you name a throne, 
And Artaban ; the Gods, ' who- portion out 
-• The lots of princes as of private men,* 
Have put a bar between his hopes and empire.^ 

Mag. What bar? 

Mem, The.befl, an elder brother's claim. 

ifep-. That'^ eafily removM ; the King their father^ 
On juli and weighty reaibns, has decreed 
His fcepter to the younger : add to this. 
The joint concurrence of our Perfian lords. 
Who only want your voice to make it firm. 

Mem. Can I, can they, can any honeil hand. 
Join in an a6t like this Pis not the elder 
By nature pointed out for preference ? 

• Is not his right inroU'd among thofe laws [order? 
*^ Which keeps the world's vaft frame in beauteous 
Aik thofe thou nam'd'ft but now, what made them lords l 
What titles had they had, if merit only 

Cou'd have conferr'd a right, if Nature had not 

Strove hard to thruft the worft deferving firll, 

And ftamp'd the noble mark of elderihipr 

Upon their bafef metal . j. 

Mag. Sure there may be - 

R eafons of fo much pow'r and cogent force. 
As may ev'n fet aiide this right of birth ; « 

If fons have rights, yet fathers have 'era too* 
^Twere an invidious talk to enter into * 

. .Tbe 



The infoleace a{id orher ff^ults which nittv!d - 
Roy al|ArfiicQB to a j ufl^di fpleafu re 
Againft his eldeft fan, priope Arcaxenccs. 

Mem. Ha!. Dare i^ot .for, thy life, I charge thee, darp 
To brandthe fpotlefs vijrtucpr my priaoe ' jQ<f 

With falfhood of mo(F ^fe^nd dao^n'd contrivance. 




In rank djad l|ideou5 order to thy vle^r, 
.Horror anc^ guilt of foul would make thce^ad. 

Mag, Yoii take tjie^jnattcr further than I meant k't 
My friendfhip only aims ift your advantage ; 

* Weuld^^.tyou oji|t a )vay lo peace and ho|tQ,ur ; 

* And, in return of this, ypurrage unkindly 

* Loads me with injuries. 

Mtm. Away ! I cannot bear thyhafe diifemblingi 
My hon^ft.foul difdains tliee and (hy .friendship. 
How haft thou datM to think fo vilely of me, 
That I would condescend to thy mean artsi 
And4raffic with theefor a pnnc6*9 ruin ? 
' A prince the joy ai^d- honour of mankind, 
' As much fuperior to the reft ef kmgs, 

* A» they them (elves are .above common men ; 

* And is the ve»}J. image of the gods/ 

Wert thou not pri vi4^g*d tike age and women. 

My fword fliould reach thee, and revenge the wrong 

Thy-tongueh^s done his fame. 

Mag. UngratefuHlord ! . ' 

Would'ft thou invade my Kfe, as a retur* 
For proflfer'd love ? BiU let th* event declar-c '^ 

How great a good, by me fincerely €fier*d, 
Thy dull romantic hancur»has refus d. 
And fince I Jjiave (difcharg*d the debt I ow'd 
Toformepfriendfhip, if^he gods hereafter 
Send ruin dpWn, and plagu^thee with confuiion^ 
Remember itie in vaih,- «iid<urfe thy folly. 

[Ejtit Maj^f. 

Mm, No, my. remembrance treafurethoneft thought?, 
Andholdyhot thingsf like thee; 1 feofn,thy friendihip^ 
And would not ewb my Dfe tofnch a vHlain : 
%tthott archardlorcfaaBteQough.tapr^liefy* 

C V^'tre 
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Were all thy tribe like thee, it might well ftanfe 

Our lay unlearned faith, when through fuch hauidb 

TheknowIet|geof thegods is reach*d to roto. 

IBut thus tKble gods innru6t us, that not all 

(Who like intruders thruft into their fervice, 

And fum the holy office to a trade) 

Participate their facred influence. 

This then is your o\vn caufe ;* ye awful powtn, 

Revenge yourfelves, your violated altars^ 

That thofe who with utthaUow*d hands approach, 

M *^ trcmbl^'^t your juftice. [Exit* 

S C E N F, //&f Palace. 

Entgr the Qnecn, Art'aban, Mirza, Magas^ and 
Attendants. 

JirhL My brother then is come ? 

Mir%a^ My lord; I iaw him ; 
With hinVold.haughty Memnon : as they pafsM, 
With fierce diidain they view'd the gazing drowd, 
And with dumb pride feem'd to negte^Vthat worlhip 
Which yet th^y wilb*d to find : this way they move, 
Tis (aid, to aik a^ aucGeace of the King* 

^Meen. Mirza, 'tis well, I thank chy timely care; 
Here will we fiice this ilorm of lofoleiice. 
Nor fear the noify thimder : kt it fdl» 
Then bord, aiul fpend at once iis idk ra^» 

Aria. Why meet we thus tike wMigllttCadvocateSi* 
To urge the juftice of oor caufe with words ? 
. I hate this parle, *tifr tame : if wc muft meet, 
6i¥e me my4irms, and let us flake at once 
Our rights of merit and of elderihip, 
And prore like men our title. 

MiHfa. • Twere unfaie. 
Thev come furrounded by a Cfowd of friends ; • 
To itrik^thro' ibeCe were dangerous a^ raOi. 
Fate waits for thepa eifwbeve with certain ruto t ' 
. From Mirj6a*8 Hand exped it. 

^een Be it fo : ' 
Aufpicious fage, I truft thee with my fertuhet 
My hopes of greatnefs, do thou guide 'em all^ 
For me and for thyfelf« My fon, grt way, 

Nit 
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N«r kt thy hs^ jwiitH Aftofb wkh oiidragt 

The Mtfent neceltaiy fact of j^eMt ; ; 

OccaftoBs grcut aodglcMtous wiU remaia 

Worthy tl^ arni» aim courage. ' 

Jin^i. I obey,. J J 

Aod willingTy rcfign tb' unfnanljrtaft* 

* Wonts arip indeed your pravioce/ 
Jf/r. My royal mifirefSy 

Prepare to meet with more than brutal fury 

From the fierce Pndee and MeiiinoiK 

9n€un. Well I know 
,.The iAfolence and native pride of each. 

With fcurrile, taunts and blackell inlamy 

They load my name : but let them rail, 

J)?Vonftan*8 vengeance wjuts them* 
, MtTk Thcyarehere. 

Kf^t&r Artaxerxes, Memnon, and MnrnianU^ 

Art. Ye tutelar gods^ who guard this royal fabric^ 
And thou 9 Q9 Oiofm^ides^ the prote<%r * 
Of the great Perfian race, c*ier yet my father^ 
Royal Ariaces, mingle >i^ith your gooheadsi 
. Oiantrae doceniofe to lay before hk ftet 
Hts eldsft boniy his once-lovM Artaxerxes, - 
To offer my obedience to his age \ 
All that a ton can owe to fuch a father. 
You, who wiiih haggar'd eyes ftare wildly on me. 
If (as by your attendance here you fcem) 
You (erve the King my father, lead me to him. 

^€tn. And ddft thou wonder that mankind ihould fiare. 
When parricides and rebels, in defp'ite ' 

Of nature, majefty, and reverend age. 
With impious force and ruffian violence, \ 
Woiild rob a king and father of his life ? 
Cut off his ihort remains— 

ii^^ Ha! fay'ft thou,, woman? 
. I pr*ythee peace, and urge not a reply ; \ 

I would not hold acquaintance with thy infamy. . 

^w. Ye righteous powVi, whofe jufticc,awes the 
world, 
1-et not your thunders fleep, when crimes like thefe 
Stalk in the open air, . 

C J Art. 
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Elfc Aire thou hadft ts^i^f^ m tantft tinrgri^ : * 
And trifle with lAiNVjItiSoe^ €«f»(^tlMNi imt^'mj^ 
And look on me ? On msv^EhiKO ttPf caiH «<l . ; ' 
Have flrove lo bar from native right to eonj^k ^^ 
Made me a ftrang^ft |i^ ftfiier's' Wiw^. 
And broke the bands 'df. OBlDMy'Wkick olMe ioMmi- ' 
The neareft to his heart. .' ' 

When thou, with r4b9iltl<bfelwt,*bM{ft*dsRrB 
To own and to proted that hoaiy Ttiftid t^ 

And in defpite tf^tftf ihffMtt*a>fi^iJif99y 

\To ftir the t'aaiQt» r^bJfcf «|l fo Arwp ! 

For him ; and make ajnNMdfrwr'fi «a«l9 tlt|^ (f&mf^ ^ 

Mem. I had another name ; nop ilmuid^ r>dU rav^me^ 
Infulting. Queen, to'feordsijdid not/rcmembraacc 
With-liiSrrof ftnfg tny fiiul fbr Trrffc^ftr^, 
Thy 6)urder'd k^ When by my faml'bfr^erti . 
And by his own high eottrage urgM, he ffrll. 
To make thy Way to guilty gre^niefft eafy* r » 

I thoughthipaiWii a trahor. (fi»rtli^.ftr€8 . 
Had taught thi^f<bylb)iiM#Aft»ibH>'«»U1ni»> . - 
Too big for pu^ie >\»ilke i »»d ©» tlMlrpfef««»e#^ 
Con fen ted to ihe fnare tJNki eibldft'd bk Viife } 
So my obedient hoaefty watf m'a^ . ^ • 

The pai>der te thy Vufi^ atfd blacl^ ii4¥^bk.ibik« 
Except the gm-U of tlvfi« fte^Hfr^4 dlkj^ • - 

In alt my i-Fdsf yeaF» Ot:' waFfr atld dangeiV 
Ffo^blooTiTini^ y<»i>t^ down^odeQftyin^ Agt^ 
fdy fame ne'er knewaflftin of foul A>fti««tofttf ; 
And if that made rr>e guilty, tbi«^k whit (kotran^ 
The CH life and the contriver of that nrviUhief* 

^^rm. What, nam *il thou TiribJiftts ! Behisgw^ 
Forj^oiten with his memory. . Tbiok ma CleftDlktf 
And let the furies that tn^we for bloi^d, 
Sir horror up, and bittereil vemorfti 
To gn<»w thy noxious fouL Oh, great Cle^nderl 
Unvvonhy was thy farte, thow fkft of vfvanriorl^. 
To fall beneath a baife aflaffin's flab, 
Whom all the thirty inflrumeatt of lleaih 
Had in the field of bat lie fought uo. vam* 
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Mrttti In fight of heaven and of the equal godsi 
I wiH avow that my revenge was jnft, 
My injur'd honour coald not a& for lefs ; 
Since he refos'd to do a foicEcr's juftice, 
I Uft'd him a$ 1 ought. 

J^ftf. Amazing boldneft r 
Anddar'il thou call that a£l a (bldier's juftice ? 
Didft thou not meet him with difTembled ^enddiip^ 
Hiding the rancour of thy heart in fmiles ? 
When he (whole open unfulpeftin^ nitore 
Thought thee a foldierhoneft as himfeif} 
Came to.the banquet as fecure of peace, 
' By mutual rows reoewM ; and in the revel 
' O^ that luxurious day, forgetting hate, 

* And every caufe of ancient animofitv» 

* Devoted all his thoughts to minh anJ friend/hip :* 
Then, Memnon, (at an hour when few are villalusy 
The fpnghtly juice tnfufing gentler thoughts, 

* And kindling love ev'n in the cukteft breads}* 
Unequal to him in the face of war. 

Stole on Ckanderwith a coward^s malice. 
And ftruck him to the heart. 

Mem, By the Aern god, 
By I^ars, (he patron of my hononr'd wars, 
'Tis bafely falie. In his own drunken brawl 
The boafter fell. I bore hisYavifh tongue, 
-Nor thought him worfh my fwoni, •tiff (his co!d temper 
Warm'd with the wine) he dar*d me to the combat ; 
Then pleasM to meet him in that fit of valour, 
I took him at his word, and * (with my fword 

Drawn againft his in equal oppoiilion)' 
I killM him while it lafled. 

Art. C^afe we, my friend, 
This women's war of railing ; when they talk. 
Men (hould be iliU,'and let noifc tire itfclf. 
I came to find a father, tho* piy fears 
Suggeft the vforik of evils to my thoughts. 
And make me dread to hear Arfaces* fate. 
Lead, Memnon, to the prefence. 

^een. Prince, you pafs not. 
Guards, keep the door. The King your father Uve5 — 
' C 3 ^ Jr/.' 



fio THE AMBITIOUS STEP-l»OT»Elfc 

Art, ,Ha! if he Uv«s, why lives hrnot tomh 
Why am*I thus fliut out and banifli'd IVoib him ? 
W hy are my veins rich with his royal blood ? 
Why did he give me life, if not to fervc him? 
Forbid me not to wait Upon his bed, 
And watch his fickly (lumbers, that my youth 
May with its fervice-gl»d his drooping age, 
Andhis cold hand may blefs me ere he die* 
Nay,Tye a queen, and rob mc of his cro^n^ 
But let me keep my right to filial piety. 

^ern. Well haft thou urg'd the specious name of dutf 
To hide dcformM rebellion : ball thou not » 

With thy falfc arts poifon'd his people's loyalty ? 
W hat meant thy pomp^ous progrefs thro* the empire ? 
Thy vaft profufion to the fadhous nobles. 
Whole intereii fwavs the crowd, and flirs up mutiny I 
Why^id thy haughty, fierce, difdainful foul 
Stoop to the meaneft arts which catch the vulgar ; 
Herd with them, fawn upon them, and care&thbm ? 
Appeal to them, to them relate thy wrpngs, 
And make them judges of thy fatberVjwflice ? 
Thy cruel and unnatural luft of power 
Has funk thy father more than all his years, 
And made him. wither in a green old age. 

Art. Falfe all as hell : nor had I armM my friend* 
But to defend that right 

^ccn* DoHthou not come, , . 
Impatient pf delay, to haften fate ? 
To bring that death, the lingering dlfeafe 
Would only for a day or two defer ? 

Art. I hear thee, and difdain thy iittle malice, 
That dares to flaiil my virtue with a crime 
It views with moft abhorrence ; but reproach 
Is loft on thee, fince modefly, with all 
The virtues that adorn thy lex, is ifled. 

^ieen. Audacious rebel ! 

Art. Infamous adulterefs ! 
Stain of my father's bed, and of his throne ! 

Arta, Villain, thou ly'ft. . O, Madam, give mc way, 
\To the ^rffty ivhoboUs him^ dravi'mg bis/w9rd* 
Whatever bars my fury, calls me ,bafe, 
Unworthy of the honour of your fon. 
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^cenm Ho)<ly Arcab&n : my honour fufFeiv not ' ( 
From his l^ewd breath, * nor ffiaU thy fwerd prefiuie 

* With brawls of blood the revetence of this place^. 

* To peace And Ifici^insjeflyikfoted/ 
Art. Ha ! WhoartthoM ? 

Jrta. The fonof gfeiit Arisces. [conmiranc^. 

^r/. No, 'tis Hlit ; thy fergtng motbcc's ds^miM 
Seek for thy father in that plotting fellow, 

' [ P«/Vif i^jr Ar Mbza. 
The hero's x^edifclaiffls thee. Why 4krft tho« h<Mu^ 
And knit thy boyiih l>row ? Doft thou dire ougibt 
Worthy the rtiHc of tbe diTttie Arisen } 
If fo, coQie forth ; break from thatwomaB's aniig^ 
Aad m<eet me with thy gnodfword Jtkes nrm, j 

Arta. Yes, Artazerxes, yes ; thou ^ndtbe met t 
The mighty gods hiive held us in die badMuce, 
And one d^ us is doom'd to fink for erer ; 
Nor can I bear a loRg dohjr of ^e. 
But wi(h tbe great decifion w^reeren ndw x ' 

Pf oud «iid ambitiotts prince, I dare tike thee 
All that is great and glorious, iiifce'thoie, ' - * 

Immortal thiril of empire firet my ioul : 
My foal, which, of fufierfor potef impatieftt^ 
Difdains thy elderfh^p > theiWore tn arois 
(Which give the ocbiell right to: kings) IvnXk. ' 
To^deith difpute with thee th«<dirbne of Cytyn* 

Art. Do^this^ and tboti artw<afnhy of my acngiBlt. 
Ob, energy ^vitie of great anfbition. 
That can in form the ioa Is of ^beaflxlfefs hoys. 
And ripen them to n,)en, in fpite of nature ! ' 
I tell tjbee, boy, that empire k? a cmtfie. 
For which the gods might wage imiportsl war, « 
Then Ifct my foul exert her utmoft^virtue, * » " 
Aqel Ihink at leaii: thou art Effaces* fen, 
That the idea of thy fsncy'd father 
May raife and animate thy lefler genius, r^ 
And make thee fit to meet my\rm in battle* 

Arta. Oh ! doubt not but my foul is ehaitn*d widi 
greatncfs, 

* So much.it rivals ev'n the joy of knowledge 

* And facred wifdom. What makes gods divine^ 

* But power and fcience bfinste V 

Hear 
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Hear only this ; our father, prefsM by age, 

Afid a long train of evils which that brings^ 

Languiihes in iht laft extremes of life : 

Since thou wouldft blot my birth with bafediflioiiour, 

Be this my proof of filial piety ; 

While'yct he lives, ceafc we our enminr>~ 

Nor let the hideous noife of war difturb 

His parting foul. 

. jirt. I take thee at thy word : 

Let his remains of life be peace betwixt us. 

Arid after that let all our time be war. 

Remember when we meet, fince one muft fall, 

Who conquers and furrives, furvives to empire. 

[Exeunt feveraUy ^een mnd Artaban, Artaxentes W. 
Memnon, cum fuis. 

Mir* MqH fortunate event ! which gives us more . 
Thau ev'n our wishes could have ailt'd« This truce 
Gives lucky opportunity fbr thinking ; 
^Twill lull thefe thoughtlefs heroes lo fecurity. 

Mag. ThtappRMching feftival will more confirm it : 

Of all tliofe/acred timies which heretofore 

Religion has dsfiinguifh'd fsom the reft. 

And to the fervice of the gods devoted. 

This has been ftill moft venerably held. 

Amongft t6e vulgar toil and labour ceafes, , 

With cbaplets crown^d they dance to the Hirill pipe,. 

And in their (bngs invoke thofe milder deities, 

That foften anxious life with peace and pleafore ; 

Slaves are enfirahchisM, and inveterate foes 

Forj^etyOrat the leaft fufpend their hate, 

And meet like friends. JPernicious dilbord feems 

Out rooted feom our more than iron -age : 

The gods are worfiiipM with unufual reverence,* 
Since none, not ey'n our kings, approach their temples,. 
With any mark of war's deftru£live rage, 
But facrifice miarm'd. 

Mir. A lucky thought 
Is in my mind at once compleatly fermM, 
JLike Grecian Pallas in the head of Jorc. 
When Memnon, Artaxerxes, and their friends. 
Shall, in obedience to the hxAy rites, 
To-morrow at the altars bow uoarm'd, 

Orchaae^ 
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Orchanes with a pacty of the K^iard^, - 
Who in my palac« (liall this nigh; be pkic'd» . 
May at that private door which opens into 
The temple, ru(h at once, and feixe thein all* 
The heads oncefafet. the mean and heartieti crowd 
With eafc may be difper&'d. 
Mag, What you propole 
Wears a fuccefsful race, were it as innocent : 
An ad of fuch outrti^ous profaxia^on. 
May (hock, the thou^tsev'n of bur clofefl frienda^ 
And make them ilart from an abhorr'd alliance, 
That draws the vengeance of the gods upon them. 

* Mir, Art thou the firft to ftart a doubt like that ? . 

* Art thoii (Who doft infpire their oracles, 

• And teach them to deceive the eafy crowd 

* In doubtful phrafe) afraid of thy own gods ? 

* In every change they were on thy fideftill, 

* And fure they will notleave tliee now (ox trifle*. 

• The gods fliall certainly befriend our caufe, 

• Atleaff not to be our roes ; nor will they leave 

' Their happy feats (wher^ free froip care and pain| 

• Blefs'din them fehri alone, ofmaiiregafdlefs, 

• They loll {erene in everlailing eafe) . ,... . • 

* To mind the trivial bwfineft or our worfd. 

* iM^.' Biit moft I £ear the fuperditSous Tulgar, 
Who, tho' unknowing what, religion means. 

Yet nothing moves them more than zealous rage ' 
For its defence, t^hen they believe it violated. 

Mir» ' I was to blame to tax the pried with fcruplw, 
' Or think hi&careof interefl was his confcieuce. | 

My caution fliall obviate all thy ft-ars ; 
We will give out that they themfelvcs dcfignM 
To fire the temple, ^nd then kill the King. 
No matter, tho* it feems not very probable ; . 
More monilrous tales have oft amus'd the vulgar. 

Mag, I yield to yourdireclion ; and to i]tre«gthea 
The enterprize, will fecretly difpofe 
A party of my own within the temple, ^^ 

To join wi^h yours. 

Mr. 1 1 joy s my h ear t to think 
That 1 (hall glut my vengeance on this Mcmnon ; 

* That 
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That I (hall (^t hire Arive in vain, and curfe 
The happy fraud that caught him. * Like a lion, 

* Who lonzhas reign'd the tctror of the woods, 

* An4darM the boldeft huntfmen to the combat ; 

* •Tilt catch*d at length within fome hidden fnare, 

* With foaming jaws he bites the toils that hold him, 

* And roars, and rolls his iiery eyes in vain, 

* While the furrou^ding fwains at pleafure wound him, 

* And make his death their fport : 

* Thus wit ftill gets the maftery over courage. 

* Long time unmatchM in war the liero (hone, 

* And mighty fame in fields of battle won ; 

* •Till one fineprojcdtof the ftatefman's brain, 1 

* Btreaves hjm of the fpoils his arms did gain^ ^ 

* And readers all his boafted prowefs vain.* 



End of the Secoko Act* 
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ACT IIL 

SCENE,' AGarJtfthhngtng toWmVPaiaa. 

. Cleone is dl/covered lying on a hank ofjhwers^, 
Belize ati€niiin^» 

SONG, by B. Stote, Efq, 

T TPON^ a fhady bank rcposM, . 
\J Philanrhe, amorous, young, and fair^ 
Sii;hing, to the groves difclos'd 
The Cory of her care. 

The vocal grov^ gWe fdme relief. 

While they her notes return ; 
Thewatersmurmur o'er her griefs 

And Echo feems to mourn. 

A Twain, that heard the nymph caraplaia^ 

In pity of thfe fair. 
Thus- kindly ftroire to cure her pain, 

And cafe her mind of care. 



^is 
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*Tis jud fbat Icivc (liould give you reft. 

From love your tortneiits came ; 
Take chat warm cordial to your breaft. 

And meet a kinder flame. 

How wretched muft the woman prove, 

(Beware, fair nymph, beware) 
Whofc folly fcorns another's love, 

And courts her own deipair ? 

Cle. Oh love ! thou ha ne of an unhappy maid ! 
Still art thou bufyat my panting heart { 
Still doilthou melt my foul with thy foft images, 
And make my ruin pleaiing ! Fondly I'lry, 
By gales of nghs and floods of fireaming tears. 
To vent mv forrbws and afluage my paiRons : 
Still freib iupplies renew th' exhaufted (lores* 
Love reigns my tyrant, to himfelf alone 
He vindicates the empire of my breafl, 
Andbantihes all thoughts of joy forever* 

BeL Why are you ftill thut cruel to yourfelf ? 
Why do you feed and c^eri^ the difeafe, 
That preys on your dear life ? How can you hope 
To find a cure for love iu fbCtude ? 
Whv rather chufe jrou not to fhio/t at court ; 
And in a thouiand gay diverfions there. 
To loiip the memory of this wretched paffion ? 

Or. Alas ! Beliza, thou haft never known 
The fttal power of a jcfiftlefs love : 
Like that avenging guilt that haunts the impious, 
In vain we hope by lying to avoid it ; 
In courts and temples it purfues us flill. 
And in the loodeft clamours will be heard : 
It grows a part of us, lives in our blood. 
And every beating pudfe proclaims its force. , 

Oh ! think not then that I can ilvun myfelf ; 
The grave can only hide me from thy forrows. 

J9rZ Allow me then at leaft to (bare your griefs ; 
Companions in misfonnnes make them lefs ; 
AmA I could fuffer much to make you eafy. 

Ck. Sit by ipe, gentle maid, and while I tell 
A wretched tale of unregarded love, 

4 . , -If 



i6 Ttm AMaiTi»irs sTtfrnannm* 

If thou, in kind ,c9m^ViMi of my W99«, 

Shalt figh, or fhed si te«f for my miib^Pf 

My grateful ey^i flwtt jw^ it b^ck .wiih liolcr^- 

Help mc to rail at my too ^fy b^arty 

That ra(hly cntcrtainM this fatal gueft : , . 

And you, my eyes, why were yqu ftill impatient 

Of any other fight but Artaxerxes f 

Why did you make my woman's heart acquainted 

With all the thoufand graces and perft^^mns. 

That dreii the lovely hero up for conqupft ? 

BcL Had you oppos'd this paflion in its infancy. 
Ere time had given it ftrcngtl\, it might have dyVL 

Cle, That was the fatal ci;ror that nndid me : 
My virgin thoughts; and unexperiqncM inaoceiicC| 
Found not «the danger till it was tbo late. 
And tho* when firft 'I faw the Charming ptince^ 
I felt a plesrfing motion at my heart,' 
Short-breathing fighs hcay'd in my pantip^^brcafl, 

* The mounting bloodilulhW in my gjoveing&ce, 

* And dy'd nay cheeks with more Aanl ufual^lulhc^i' 
I thoughthirn, fare, the. wonder of hiS'kind, 
A'nd wifhy my fate had. j^iv'n me fuch a brother ; 
Yet Itnew not that'l lov'd, but thopgh't that aH, 
Like me, beheld and blafsW'him for his c:pcell^cc. 

JBel. Sure ixcverhopelefs. maid was curft tcforc, 
With fuch. a wretched p^on ; all the gods v 
Join to oppofe your happinets ; !tis faid. 
This day the 'Prince fliall wed the Fair Amefl ris. 

Cie. No, my Bjeiiia, I have never known 
The plfcftfing thoughts,of hope: ceftaiji defpair 
Was born at once, and with my love increard, 

* £el. Think you the Prince 'has &*er piexceivM yajr 

thou-ghts ? 

♦ Cie. Forbid it, alt ye chatter powers, .-that ^fawtff 

* The modefty arid innocence of maids : * 

* No, till nfy death, no other breaiVbattltttrc 

* Shall 4:'eV participate theiatalfecret. '• ' 

* Ohi CDuld'I think that he had everknown ;* ' 

* My hidden ^amc, fliaine and con'fotian "' , 

* WouM force my viijgl'n ijoiil to leave' her -m';^ni5.6i!, ^ ' 

* And cel-tJlin'dearh enfue:' 

Thou nam'd'ft the feir Amdbris^^JdiVthou not i ' ' 

Btl 
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SeU Madam, I 4id. 

Cle. I enyy oat ber happinefs. . 
Tho* Aire few of mir f» nrt bleflbd like her 
In fuch a godlike lord. 
Wou*d I had been a man ! 

With honoyir thtn I mi((ht hare fought hid frieodihip } 
Perhaps from long experience of my faith. 
He might have lov'd me better than the reft» ' 
Amidft the dangers of the horrid w^r. 
Still had I be^H the neareft to his fide ; ^ ^ 
In courts and triumphs iliU had ihar'd his joys^ 

?r frhen the fportful chafe had call'd us forth, 
ogether h4d we cheer'd our foaming ileeds. 
Together prefs'd the fav^e o'er the plain : 
And when o'er*labour'd wuh the pleafing toil, 
Stretch'd on'^he verdant foil had flept together* 
But whither docs my roving fancy wander f 
Thefe are the fick dreams of fant^ftic love. 
^ So in the c^nture the feaman fancies 
^ ^TPfXK fislds isA flow'ry meadows on the ocean^ ' 

* Tin leaping in, the wretch if loft for ever. 

* Bel, Tiy bi^t the common remedies of love, 
' And let a fecond flame expel the firfl. 

* Ck. ImpoiSble : as well thou may'fl imagine, 

* When tl^ou complain'iK of heat at fcorching noon^ 

* Another fun 0>all rife to ihine more kindly. 

* Believe me, jny Beliza, I am grown 

* So fond of the delufion that has charm'd me, 

* I hate the oflicious hand that o&rs cure.' 
JSeL Madam, prince Artaban. 

Cle. My cruel fl&rs ! 
Do ^Qutbfn enry me my very folitude ? 
But death, the .wretch's bnly remedy. 
Shall hide me ^om your hated light for eyeiw 
. Enter ArtalMin. 

Arta, Ah, lovdy mourner f fttll, itill wilt thou blaft 
My eager love with inau^cbus tears ? 
Wbfn>t thy feeti kneel, and fpe for pity. 
Or juftfy of^ thy cold re^rds complain, 
Sull wilt thou oply ^wer me with fighs ? 

Oe. Alas ! n^ lord, what anfwer 6an I give 2^ 
If ftUl I entertain you with my grief^ 

D , Pity 



^ THE AMBITIOUS STEP-MOTHER. 

Pity the temper of a wretched maid, 
By nature fad, and born' the child of forrow 5 
In vain you "oik lor happinefs from roc. 
Who want it for my felf. 

j4rta. Can blooming youth, 
JVtid virgin innocence, that knows MOt guilt. 
Know any caufefor grief*? 

* Cle. Do but furvcy 

* The miferable llgie of humankind, 

-* Where wretches are the general increafe, 
^ And tell me if there be not caufe for grief. 

* u^r/tf- Such thoughts as thefe, my fair pbilofopEeiK^^ 

* Inhabit wrinkled cheeks and hollow eyes ; ^ 
-* Thd marks wfeich years fet on the wither'^ iage : 

* The gentle goddcfo. Nature, wifely has 

* Allotted other cares for youth and beauty.* 
The god of love ftands ready with his torch 
To light it at^hy eyes, but ftillin vain ; 

For ere the flame can catch, 'tis drown'd in tear«. 

* Cl^ Oh ! Name not love, the worftof all misfortune^ 

* The common ruin of my eafy fcoc, , 

* Which I have fworn for ever to avoid, 

* In memory of all thofe haplefs maids, - 

* Thatlovc has plunged in unexampled woe*/ 
Arfa, Forftcar to argue with that angel face, 

Againft the paffion thou wert forni'd to raife^ 

* Alas ! Thy frozen heart has only known . 

* Love in *ev^rfe, not tailed of its joys ; 

* Thewiflies, foft defires, and pleaiing pains, 

* That center allin mod extaticblifs* 

* Oh, lovely maid, mifpend no more that treafuise 

* Of youth and charmfs, which laviih nature gives j * 
The f aphian goddefs frowns at thy delay ; 

By her fair fel^ and by her ion (he fwears. 
Thy beauties are devoted to her fervice. 
Lo ! Now ilie (hoots her iires into my brestiV, 
She urges my defires, and bids me feize thee, 

{Taking her hand and kiffing iU. 
And bear thee as a vi^im to her altar : * 

Then offer up ten thoufandthoufandjoys. 
As an amends far all thy former coldneis* 

« .. . ••••» - Ck* 
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€k. Forbear, my lord ; or I.muft fwear to fly 
For ever from yonr fight. 

^ Arta, Why doft'thou frown, , 
**Anddampthe rifingjpy within my breaft. 

* Art thou rcfolv'd to force:thy gentle nature^.. 

* Compailiona^ to all the world befide,- 

* And only to me cruel ? Shalt my vows, 
•• Thy father's interceliionf, all be vain, 

* CU^ Why doyou^-urge my father's fatal powecj^ 
*• To curfc you with a^fad unlucky bride ? 
Caft round your eyes on our gay Eaftern courts,. 
Where fmiling .beauties, born to better fate, 
O^e J0y» to the beholders ; 

There blcfs-fome. happy princefs with your vows, . ' 

And lejive the p^r Gleone to her forraws. 

Arta, What queens arethofe of mofl celeftial form^ 
Whofe charms can. drive thy image from my heart I 
Oh! were they c^ft in nature's faireft mould, 
Brifl^terithan Cynthia's ihining train of ftars, 

* jSnd as thefofteft fliethat ever clafp'd 

* Her lover, when the bridal night was paft ; * 
I fwear I would .prefer thee, O Cleone,. 

* With all thy fcom and cold indifference,' 
Would choofe to langui(h and to die for' thee. 
Much rat6er than be blefs'd, dnd live for them. 

Ge. Oh, prince ! It is too much, nor am I worth)r' 
The honour of your pailion, (ince 'tis iix'd 
By certain and unalterable fate, 
That I can never yield to a rfeturn ; 
Mv. thoughts are all to chafte Di^na^vow'd; 
And I have fworn to die a virgin votary* . \ 

Arta. Impoffible.! thou can ft not give away. 
Mine and thy father's. right, cv'nto the gods ^ 
Diana will difown th' unjuft donation, ' 

Nor favour fuch an injury to love. 
To every power divine I will appeal, 
Nor (hall thy beauty bribe 'em to be partiaL 
Their altars now expeft us ; come, mir faint'^. 
And if thou wilt abide their righteous doom,. 
Their juftice muft decree my happinefs, > 

Reward my fufferings, and my flame approve; . 
For they themfelves have felt the power of love. l^EH 

Da- scene; 
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SCENE, the Temple of the Sun. ' 

Enter Artax^rxes, Ameftris, and AtienJanU. 

Art. 'Tisdobel Tisdone! Oh, letme fi&dfomewaf 
To tell the mighty joy that fills my breaft, 
Left I erove mad with height of furious blifs. 
The holy prieft has ty 'd the facred knot. 
And my Ameftris now is all my own. 
Oh, thou foft charmer ! thou excelling fweetneft ! 
Why art thou not tranfported all like me ? 
1 fwear thou doft not love thy Artaxerxes, 
If thou art calm in this excefs of happinefs. 

Am. Alas! My lord, my panting heinrt yet trtmbtts^ 

* In vaft fufpenfe between unruly joys 

' Andchilling fears.' Somewhat methinks thettii 
That checks my foul, and fays I was too bold 
To quit the pleafurcs of my virgin ftatc. 
To barter 'em for cares and anxious love. 

Art, Thefe are the fears which wait on eV^^ bHdf*^ 
And only fcrve for prelodel to hi6r j^s ; 
Short fighs, and all thoib motions oAh^ hisitrr^ 
Are nature's call, and kindfe warm ddiita. 
Soon as the friendly gcKidefs oF thb xAffM 
Shall draw her veil oTdii*ktfefc o'er thy btuAi^ 
Thefe little coMunncceflary doubts 
Shall fly the titicle of my folditi|; aritas t 

* And when I jSrefs thee treihblmg to ihy boibm, 

* Thou (halt con fcfs (if there be room for wtndt, 

* Or cv'n for thoughts) that all thote thought! iire Wifi. 

* Am. Yet furely mine Sire more thin comfAon ffearsj 

* For, Oh, my prince! when my fbr^oding heart 

* Surveys th* uncertain flare of human joy», 

* Howfecrfctlythe nftaliceofourftte 

* Unfeen purfues, and often blaib i6ufrh»p|>tn%^ 

* In f ull fccurity ; I judly direrfd, 

* Lefl death or parting, or iottt liidfeieh adcidebt^ 
*-Muchworfev ifpWffibl*, thatt eicH of tKefc, 

' .Should curTe ub more thin ever ^^^ Sffttt bf^fs'^. 

* Art. Doubt not the gjodli, my feir, whofe I^hte6i4 

* Shall favour and proteft onr vinei6us loves. {po*^ 

* If flill tho^ apprehend'ft a<pprOachifig dangicr, 

* Let ui make hade and fnatch tti' onccniuni^, 

« While 
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* While fate is id our power. 

* Now Let us fiart, and give a loofe to love, 

* Feaft cv'iy fenfe, with each luxurious pleafure, 

* Improve our minutes, make 'em more thaayears^, 

* Thail Ages,^ and ev'n live the life of gods. 
^ If after this, death or ill-for(une comes, 
' It cannot inj^ure us, iince we already 

* Have livM and been before-hand with our fate. 

• Jm^ Oh ! let me eafe at once my tender heart^^ 
' And tell my dearefl lord my word of fears. 

* There is an ill which more, than death I dread : : 
' Sljoutd you by time and long fruition fated, 

* Grow faithlefs, and forget thelofl Amefiris;; 

* Forget that everlafting truth you vow'd, 

* Tho'fure I^iliould not publicly complain, 

* Nor to the godsaccufe my perjur'd prince, 

* Yet mv foft foul would fink beneath the weight; ; 

* I (houid grow mad, and curfe my very being, . 
, * And wiih I ne'^r had been, or not been lov !d. . 

* ^r/. Doft thou — ^wheo every. happier ftar fhiricsf9r 

* And with propitious influence gilds our fortune, . [u&^ , 
**Doft thou invent fan tail ic. forms of danger, 

* And fitightthy fjpulwith. things that are imppffible ? ^ . 

* Now by the potent god of love I fwear, . 

* I will haye ample vengeance for thy doubts* 

* My foft' complaining tair, (halt thou not bay mc 

* In jpys t<)0 fierce for thought, for thefe iufpicions?:^ 

* The bands whichJhold our. love are knit by fate, 

* Nor (hafl decaying. Time or Nature loofe Vm. . 

* Beyond theJimits of jthe filent grave, 

* Love ihalliurvive, immortal as our beings : 

* And when at once we climb yon azure ikies, ^ 

* We will be (hown.to all the blefs'd above 

* Fiw the moil conilant pair that e'er deferv'di 

* To mingle with; their itar?. , 

« Ani. 'Tis true! 'Tis true! 

* Nor ought I to fufpedt thee* Oh| myhfero? ' ' 

* The.gods have fbrm'd .thee for the neareil pattern^ ' 

* Of their own excellence and perfe6t truth* • 
' * Chi let me fiak^upan thy genUe bofom, 

* Ana, blufliing, ttU how.grcLatly'I am blefs'd. . * 
' • Forgive me * modefly, irheve I vow \ 
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• That all the pleaftircs of my rxtgin ftate 

• Were poor 'and trffing to the prdcn^ rapttt^ i 

• A gentle *rartrit!i invades my Rowing breaft, 

• Arid while I fofidiy gaze upon thy face, 
« Ev'n thought is loft in cxqtfifite delight. 

« Art. ph, tfcou delicious, perfied, angel wMhfchl 

• Thou art too much ftr mortal fenfe to bear : 
« The vernal Hldom and fragrancy of fpices, 

• Wrfied by gentle winds, are not like thee. 

« From theel, is Ifrorti the Cyprian quech of bvet 

« Ambr6fial odours flow ; my evTerjr faculty 

< Is charmM by thee, and drioVs immortal pleafiiiVsj 

« Oh, giarioas god x)f day, % fwrftly fe^rintd, 

« And to thy fifter*8 YuTe refign thfe world : 

« Nor haftetorifeagaib, birt let the nigVc 

« Lopgblefs me with her ftay, that thy retiHA^ 

• At feora may find me happieftof myldnd.* 

Enier Memnpn. 
JMy father! Is ihci^ ah increafe df joy f 
What can ye give, ye gods, to malfe it more? . 

&i». Ye bleflSngs oF my age ! Whom vi^Wh 1 viWr, 
The memoi'y of former woes is lofc 
ph, prince ! Well has this glbridus Aiy r6]M% 
My youth and bWd fpeht in Arfwies* fcrvkre. 
Nor, had the gods indulged my vaineil Mttsitt^ 
Dtirft I have aik*d for fuch a foi^ as yoti ate. 
But 1 am roughly bi'ed, in words unknowing. 
Nor can I phrafe my fpcech in apt expreffidn^ 
To tell how much I love and honour yon : 
Might I but live to fight one battle for yo«, 
Tho* with my life I bought the viAory^ 
Tho* my odd batter'd trunk were hew'd to m6cfls^ 
And fcattcr*d o*er the field, y^t fhbuld I bleft 
My fate, and think my yearf wound up with liGbckiPW 

jfrt. Doubt not, my noble fether, but^lij^ 
A large remain of glory is beMnd, 
When civil difcord (hall be reconciPd, 
And all the noife of faction hufhM to peace : 
Rbugh Greece alike in arts and arms fevere, 
No more (hall brand the Perfian name with fbftbefrt 
Athens and Sparta wondVing, (hall behold us^ 
StfiAiAOoroifct^^ine, Undauntedi patie&t 

3 flf 
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Pf wkr^ftem toil, aifti dread our hodile virtue. 
Thofe ftubbom cotntnoitWealths, that proudly dars- 
Difiiaifi'the glorious monarch of the £a(t, 
bhall pay their homage to the throne of Cyrus. 
And when with laurels covered we retia-n, 
My love (hall roeer^ and fniiling blefs our triumph, 
WhMc arher feet 1 laythe fceprcrs of the world. 

Mem. Oh, glorious theme \ By heav*n,,it fires my ag^ 
%nd^krndleB youth again in my cold \^eins. 

j4rt» Ha! Miifza and the Queen ! retire^ my fair j^ 
IQn gentle hate and brawling ta^e (hall not 
Difturb the peace, to Which this happy ^y 
b ctoulsly 'fidtcf . ^ohvard to tlie altar. 

[Ex^nt Artaxewfcs, Amefiris, Melriiibn^ 

Enier si tbt »tber Joor^ Queen, Mirza, and Jtteitdaniu 

^Hirza. Allaredifpos'd, and fate but waks our oider^ 
For a deciding blow* 

^een. Your cautidfl was 
Both wifeand faithful, 'not to triift fnjr^fba 
Too raihly wiih a fecret of this nature t 
The youth, tho^grfeatbffoui, iaad fond dflgtoiy^ 
Yet leans to th^ Antaftic rules of honooi^ 
Would heiitate atiuch hb M as this, 
Tho^ future enapvre (hould depend upon it* 

Jl£rza. When time (hall add experience to that knovv^ 
With which his early youth is richly fraught^ D^^^t 
He^ll be convinced that only fools would lofe. 
A crown for ndtionary principles. 
Honour is the'unthirLkingfoldier^s boait^ 
Vfkofe dull head canndtreach tknfe'finitrai^ 
By which mankind is ^'overa^d. ^ 

^mein. And yet it gives a luftre to the great. 
And makes the trowd adore *em« 

Mtrza, Your fon ftiall reap 
The whole advantage, Vhile We bear itte guilt t 
You, MaSa m , when the fa6 fed liy nrns are fitii(h*d'^ 
Muft with the prince retire; oUr foes when &iz'd^ , 
Within the temple nwy be beft fecuij'd 
TilLyoudifpofe their mc. 
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^een. The rites attend tts ; [Solemn Mufic is heart 
This day my Ton is monarch of the haft. 

Mirza. Lend u?, ye gods, your temples but this day, 
You (hall be paid wrth ages of devotion; 
And after this, forever undifturb'd, 
Brood o*er your fmoaking altars. 

[Exeunt Queen, Mirza, and Attendant!, 

The Scene openings Jherx's the Altar rf the Sun^ Magas, ani 
/enteral other Friejls attending. Solemn Mrific is heard: 
Then enter en one Side Memuon, Artaxerxes, Ameftris^ 
and Attendants ; on the other Side the Queen, Mirza^ 
Artabatt, Qeone, Cleanthes, and Attendants, fb^ 
all hovj towards the Altar ^ and then range them/ehes on 
each Side of the Stage ^ ivhile tJje folLrJoifig Hymn is fer* 
formed in FartSy and Chorus hy the Friejis. 

HYMN/tf the Suft, hy W. S h i ppe V, J?/J.. 

Hail, Light, that doubly glads our fphcrc> 
Glory and triumph of theye^r !. - 

Hail, feftival,, for ever blef^,. 
By thc.ad<^ring raviih'd£ail ! : 

•* Hail, Mithrasj mighty deity 1 
*^ For fire and air, aad earth dnd ffei, , 
^ From thee theirorigia derive, 
'Motion and Form from theerecetTeur 

• '■ When matter yet una6!cd layy 

** No fooner-thou infus'd'ft thy ray, 

* But the dull mafs its power obey *d."* 
•But an haroionious world Was. made. 

*> Wych Hill, when* thdu wiihdraw'ft thy beamsy , 
S An undiftin guifliM. Chaos feems^ 

♦ For.virbat are objects wirhout fight ? 

' •*Orvifion, when involve in night ^ - 

• Night is an univ-erfal grav«, . 

* ^ Where things but doubtful being have J,, 

* Till them thy beams illuminate, 

• And, as it were, again create/, 

Chorus, 5<c. , 
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f Hail, fource of immaterial fire, 

* That nc*er began, can nc*er expire ; 

• Whofe orb, with flreamlng glories fraught^ 
^ Dazzles the ken of human thought.* 

All the dependent fpheres above. 
By thy direction fhlne and move : 
All purer beings here below, 
From thy immediate eifence flow. 

What 18 the foul of man, but light, 
Drawn down from thy tranfb^ndent height f 
What biit an intelleftual beam ; 
A fpark of thy immortal flatiife ? 

' For as thou rurfl with gkdfome rays 

* The greater world, fo this thelcfs: 

* And like thy own diftufive foul, 

^ Shoots life and vigour thro* th^ whole* 

* Sincfe then frort thfet at firft it cahoe, 

* To thee, tho^GJbggM, itpointsits flatnei 

* And confcioUB of Kiperiok' birth, 
« De()^fe8 this untiiftdved earth.* 

Chcm%, ice. 

Hail, Orofmades, p6wer drrioe ! 
Permit ui to approath thy ihrine ; 
Permit thy votaries to raife 
Their grateful voices to thy praife. 

Thou art the father of our kin^s. 

The fem whence tlieir high lineage fpringii 

* The ibvereign lord, that does nMntain 
< i!iieir uncontroiM and Wundlefs reign. 

Oh, then dilift thy dh)opitig foil, 
Wiio long hiisgrat:'d our Perfi^n throne t 
Oh, roayhi^yetexfr^dhisiWay! 
Wc yet Arfaces' rule obey ! 

* iftt thy vitality impart 

'* New fpirits to his fainting hearts 

* Let him, like thee (from whom he iprung^ 
f BeeveraAive, evcr^ouDg.* 

Chorusi &c. 



4» THE AMBITIOUS STEP-MOTHEK* 

[When the Mupc is ended^ Memnon, Artaxerxcs, fftv 
^fen^ Arraban, ^t\ go off ai they entered^ federally ; 
ordf Mirza comes forv:ard^ and the Scene Jbuis ; he he/kk 
after Amefh*is going out, and thenfpeahm 

Mir. What means this foreiga warmth- wnhiamj 
bread ? 
Is this a time for any thought but vengeance ? 
That fatal beauty dazzles my weak fenfe, 
And blafts the refolution of my foul : 

* My eyee in contradidlion to my purpofe, 

* Still bent to her, and drunk the poifon in f 

* While I flood ftupld in fufpence of t hough t^ 

* And now like oil my flaming fpirits blaze; 

^ • My arteries; my heart, my brain is fcorch'd*^ 

" « And I am all one fury.* Feeble Mirza I 
Canft thou give way to dotage, and become* 
Thcjeft of fools ? No I *tisimpoffible : 
Revenge (hall rouze, ^ and with her iron whipSr 

* Lafli forth this lazy ague from my blood, 

* This malady of girls. Remember, flatefman^ , 

* Thy fate and future fortunes now are forming^. , 

* And fummon all thy counfels to their aid,* 

Ev*n thy whole foul It wo'not be : Amefirii^ 

8tiH rifes uppermoft in all my thoughts^ 

The mafter-piece qf nature. The boy god 
Laughs at my rage, and triumphs o'er my folly* 

[A tumuliutusnaife ishearH 
Ha ! by the gods, 'tis doing ! Now, my flars. 
Be kind^ and make nfie mafler of my wilh at once. . 

Enter Magas, 
But fee, the prieft — Why doft thou ftarc and tremble f 
Have we fucteeded ? fay ; and'eafe my fears^ - 

Mag. My foul is piorc'd with horror ! Every god 
Seems from hisihvine to threaten us with vengeance 
The temple reels, and all its pondVous roof 
Nods at the profanation. . 

M/>. Bafe and fearful !' 

* How can thy wretched foul conceive fuch monffers ?* 
Canft thou, who wouldft be great, be fuperftitious ?* 
Sut 'da the cowardVvice. Say, are our enemies fecurMi 

Mag, 
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Mag, They are ; the Prince, old Memnon^' and hi« 
Are in Orchanes' hands ^* only Tigranes [daughter, 

IfVith forae of lefler note arc fled, 
" Mir» No matter: . * 

Thefe are the foiil, the reft a lifelefa mafi, 
Not worth our apprehenfion. 

Mag, Will you ftay. 
To meet the furious thunder of their rage ? 

Mir. I will ; thou may'ft retire, and fummon back 
Tiiy fcatter'd fpirits : let not the crowd fee * 

Thy fears ; 'twitl make thee vile and cheap among 'em. 

[Exit Mag. 

Enter Artaxerxes, Memnon, <»»</ Ameflris,/r//J«rrj, - 
Orchanes anJ Guanas, 

Art, Slave! Villain! Anfwer — fay— how hall thoU 
To do this infolence } [dar^d 

Ch*/^. I know my orders, 
Which from the Queen my miftrefs I received, 
Wh<\will avow her own authority. [poflible ! . 

. Art* Haj frorai the Queen ! She durff'not, 'tis ioi- 
*Tis facrilege ! *tis treafon ! 'tis damnation I ' 

Am I not Artaxerxes ? Born to empire, 
^ The next degree^to gods ? O thou bright Sun, . * 

That roll'ft above, the objedt of our worftit p, 
Canft thou behold, and not avenge thy race ? * 

Thy injur'd race ? If I could ought admit * 

Unworthy of thy great original, * 

4et me be doom d to fall this villain's flave, 
if not, why am I made thefcom of wretches 

* So much below me, that they hardly ftiare 

* The common privilege of kind : but are i 

* Asi>eail8 to men * 

idem. See where the matter- villain fbinds ! Unmov'd 
And hard^n'd in impiety ; he laughs ^ 

At the fidtitiousjufticeof the gods. 
And thinks their thunder has not wings to reach him. 
But know, the joy thy triumph, brings is (hort : 
My fate (if the gods govern) or at leaft 
My mind, 's beyond thy reach, and fcorns thy malice; * 

Mir, Dull, valiant fool, thy rum 'is the leaft. 
The moft ignoble triumph of my wit. 
Cleander's blood. aiks iat fubHantial vengeance^ 

r' • ' * And 
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^ And wben the thought that labours io ray haxa% 
^ Apiiean in a^on, chou flialc ^naw thecaufe 

* Why I remain to view thy hated face, 

^ That blads me with its prefence. Thou ihalt know it/ 
And curfe thyjielf ; curfe the iU^omeo'd day 
That gave tbee birth ; renouocii^ all the gods, 
Thyfelf of them renounc'd, ibalt iink to hell 
In bitterell i^og^, and minglo with the furies. 

Mm. Unhallow'd dog, thou ly'fl ! The utmoft fbixt 
Of all thy (ludyM malice camiotmovcme 
,^ To any a^ that miftccomes xay courage ;* 
And if the gods in trial of my virtue, 
C^n yi^ld my life up to the bangmap's snsrcff 
I'll (hew thee with what eafe the brave and honeft 
Can put off life, till thou (halt damn thy arts. 
Thy wretched arts, and impotence of malice* 

Mir. Reft well afTur'd^ thpu^alt have caufe to ti|r 
The philpfophic force of paffive virtue. 

u^->. Oh, death to greatnefs ! Can we fdlfoloWy 
•To be tl^e (lavifli objed of his mirtli f 

* Shall my juft rage and violated honour 

^ Play the buffoon, and mmifter to laughter? 

* Down, dp^vn, my fwelling heart, hide thy refiatinc&f^ 
< Norpro^itutetheriiffledmajdly ^ - 

* Of injur'd princes to the gazing crowd ; 

* My face (hail learn to cover the emoticm 

* My wounded foul endqies,' Ha ! my Amdhia I 
My love ! my royal bride ! The (poller, firief, » 
Defaces every feature : like the deluge 

That raz'd the Iteauties of the firft creation?-* 
I cannot bear ii-f»> Villains, give me way*--- 

\^He breaks from the Guards that hold him^ mtiaUM, 
ioldqf Amt&ns. 
Oh ! let me hold thee in my throbbing bo(bm. 
And ftrive to hide thy (brrows from my l^ht ; 
I cannot fee thy ^riera ; and yet I wane 
The power to bring relief. 

j^m* Ah ! no, my Prince j 
There are no remedies for ills like ours ; 
My helplpfs fex by nature ftan^ expos'4 
To all the wrongs and injuries of fortune : 
Defcncelei^ in myfelE, you wese my cefuae, 

• Yen 
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* You are my Lord ; to wliom ihould I complainf 

* Since you cannot redrefs me ? Wereyou not* 
The honour, joy, and fafety of Ameftris ? 

* For you alone I liv'd, with you alone 

* I could be happy,* Oh, my Artaxerzes ! 
One influence guides our confenting flars. 
And ftill together we are blefs'd or- curs'd. 

* Mir, With a malignant joy my cars drink in - 

* Her each harmonious accent ; every glance 

* troes to my heart, and flirs alternate motions 

* Of heat and cold ; . a lazy pleafure now, 

* Thrills all my veins, anon defire grows hot; 

* And my old finews fiirink before the flame. [AJide^ 

* Art. Go on, and charm me with thy angel's voice» 

* Sooth and alTuage the fury in my breau, * 

* That urges me to unbecoming paiiion ; 

* My rage grows cool amidft thy foft complainings ; 

* And tho'thou talk'ft of woes, of death, and ruin, 

* Tis heaven to hear thee. 

' Am, Since this is all our wretched confolation, 

* Let us indulge our grief, till by long ufe 

* It grows habitual, and we lofe the pain. 

* Here on the marble pavement will wfe fit, 

*' Thy head upon my breaft ; and if remembrance 

* Of cruel wrongs fhall vex. thy noble heart, 

* The murmur of my fighs Ihall charm the tumult, 

* And Jate fliall And us calm : nor will the gods, 

* Who here inhabit and behold our fufierings, 

* Delay to end our woes in immortality. 

* Art. Ha ! fay'fl thou ? Gods ! Yes, certain there 
are gods, ^ 

* To whom my youth with reverence flill has bow'd 

* Whofe care and providence are virtue's guard : 

*' Think then, my fair, they have not made us great, 

* And like themfelves, for miferable ends.' 

Mir. Gods might behold her, and forget their wifdom, 

lAJtde. 
But I delay too long. Orchanes, lend thy ear.. 

- [Mirza w/'j^frj Orchanes, and Exit. 
Mem. My children, you are itill iny joy and happi- 
neis ; 

E ^ . Why 
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Why am I made your curfe ? This hated head. 
To death dcToted, has inTolT'd your innocence 
In my deilru^ion. 

[Guards Ztiy boUon Artaxerxes and Ameftrist 

^m, Alas ! my father ! 

^r/. Barbarous dogs ! What mean you? 

Orch^ Convey the lady to Lord Mirza's palace, 
'Tis the queen's will ihe fliall be there confinM. 

Art. Thou canft not mean fo damn*d a villainy ! 
Thou dar'ft not, fliak not part us : Fate can't do it. 

Mem. Curfed old age I Why have I livM to fee this ? 
Oh, ray children 1 

Oreh, Force them afunder. 

Art, Hew off my limbs, ye dogs, I^ill not loofe *em— 

* Oh, devil ! Death j^nd furies !' My wife! my lov'd 
Am, My Lord, my hufband I—— £ Ameftris— 

{Orchanes and one party of the Guards for€e Artaxerxes 
and Memnon (^ ene lu^, and the 0tber forty htafs 
Ameftris aitoiher. 

Re-entef'M'irzsu 
Mir, This was moil noble mifchief ! itfiunghome^ 
•Twas luxury of vengeance— * 'Twas not ill 

* To keep aloof ; thefe boifterous beads have paws, 

^ And might have fcratch'd : the wife fliould not allow 

* A poiHbility to Fortune's malice.' 

Now to the red; this Prince, this hufband, dies : 

To-morrow's dawn brings his and Memnon's fate. 

This night let them defpair, and bah, and rage^ 

And to the wooden deities within 

Tell frantic tales : my hours fhallpafs more pleafingly^ 

If Igve (which yet I know not) can give pleafure. 

* Love ! What is love ? The pailion of a boy, 

* That fpends his time in lazinefs and fonuets : 

* Luft IS the appetite of man ; and (hall 

* Be fated, till it loat^B the cloying banquet. 

* The wife are privileg'd by human frailty 

* To tafte thefe pleafures, but not dwell upon them : • 

* They mar and dull the faculty of thinking/ 
.One night I fafely may indulge in riot, 

* *Tis politic Icwdnefs, and aSifts my vengeance :* 

I Will 



'T 
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I will grow young and forfcit on her charnw. 
Her lufcfous fweets ; then rifing from her arms, 
The nauteous, momentary joy forget, 
And be mjrfelf ^igain ; again be wile attd greac« [Exiu 
End of the Third Act* 
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SCENE, ne Palace. 

Enter Artabaa aaJ Cleanthes* 

Artabam. 
IS bafe and iix^pious I Where are the tres 
Shall keepmrnkind in order, if religion ' 
And public faith be Tiolated ? *Tre an injury ^ 
Ihat beands both gods and men, and dares tlTeir juftice, 

Cleaft. The fearful crond already take th' alarm, 
Break off their folemn fports, their fongs and dai^s^ 
And wildly in tumultaotn concert join i 
Mifchief and danger fix in erery face^ 
And while they dread the anger of the gods, 
The wife, who know th' effe^ of popular fury. 
From them exped^ thatrengeance which they fear, 

j^a, The&cred power of majefty, which ihould 
Forbid, owns and protects the Tiolence* 
It muft not, (hall not be : who deals a crown 
By arts like thefe, wean it unworthily. 

Cka* The Queen, your mother, Sir, flie will expert 
You Ihould ap|Miove that i€t her power has done. 

Jlrta* I'll meet her as I ought, andihew myfelf 
Wofthy the noble rivalihip of empire. 



Enter the j^^ff, Mirza and Attendants. 

^een» My fon, I come to joy you of a crown 
And gloiy, certain now. Your rate at length 
Has mafter*d that malignant influence 
With which it flroggled long : yon are a king. 
The greateft that our eaflcm world beholds ; 
And tho* my widow'd bed be caufe for grief, 
[ Yet for thy fake, my fon, I joy to fay 
; Aiiaces-uaomoce. 

£ a Art0. 
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u<r/it. * Twcrc vain aod fooliih 

• To mourn hU death with ceremonious forrow ; 

• For tho* he died the greated of our race, 
^ Yet fince decaying age had funk him low, 

• And all the native majefly was loft, 

• 'Twas time the foul ftiould feck for immortality, 

• And leave the weary body to enjoy 

• An honourable reft. from care and ficknefs / 
Peace to his aflics, and eternal fame 

Dwell with his memory ; while we who live 
Look back with emulation on hi« greatnefs, 
And with laborious fteps ftrire to afcend 
That height where once he fat. 

^een. Thou haft already 
Attaifi*d the lofty fummit of his glory ; 
His throne expeds thee but to fit and fill it. [icfts 

Aria. No, Madam; when the gods choofe worthy fub- 
On whom to place fuch greatnefs, they furround 
The glorious prize with toil and thorny danger, 
And bid the man who would be great, dare greatly. 
Be it for dull elder brothers to poftcfs 
Without deferving ; mine's a nobler claim. 
Nor will I tafte the god-like joys of power, 
'Till men and gods with juftice (hall confefs 
*Ti8 barely the reward of what I merit. 

^een. What means my fon ? 

Arta^ To wreftle for a crown. 

^cen. With what fantaftic (liadow wouldft thou ftrive ^ 
The haughty rival of thy hopes is falt'n ; 
He lives indeed, but 'tis to grace thy triumph. 
And bow before ^hce ; then be fwept away 
Like the remembrance of an idle dream. 
Which tho* of yefternight, is now forgotten. , 

Jrta. It grieves me much to fay, my royal mother, 
I cannot take a crown upon thefe terms, 
Tho* even from your hands : the confcious virtue 
That witnefTes within my breaft for glory, 
Points me to greatnefs by the paths of honour, 
And urges me to do as a king ought, 
That would not wear his purple as the gift 
Of impious treachery and bate deceit. 
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^een. Amazement turns my fenfes ! Or, I dream I 
For fure thou canft not mean lo poor a folly. 

• Haft thou been bred in the wife arts of em pire ? 

• Been early taught to know the worth of power ? 

• And wouldft thou lofe the golden opponunity, 

• With which thy fortune courts thee, for a notion f- 

• An empty found of virtue ? A dry maxim, 

• Which pedants have devisMfor boys to canvas ?*' 
Can my fon think fo meanly ? Go, fct free 
(Since honour bid:) this lordly elder brother. 
Bow like a flave before him, wait his pleafures^ 
A»d live dependent on his fcanty penfion ;. 

He may reward thy fervile loyalty, 

And make thee ruler of fome petty province^ 

In recompence of royalty giv'n up. 
jirta. No; (thb^I muft confefs Iwouldnot,hold'hiitt. 

Caught in a. vtltain's (hare, ' nor do a murder 

*' Unworthy of a hangman^ } yet to death- 

I (kill defy him a* my monal roc. 

And fince my father's fate-diflblres that truce 

To which I flood engaged, 'tis war again. 

Amidil the fleely fquadrons will I feek 

This haughty brother^ by his friends furroundcdi.. 

And back'd with all th' advantage of his birth ;. 

Then bravely prove upon him with my fword. 

He ^liely brands me tor a bookifh coward. 

That Nature'ls error only gave him preference^ 

Since Fate meant me the king. 

^ueenm A mother's care is watchful for thy fafety^ 
Elfe wert thou loft, thou honourable fool : 
Long might'ft thou vainly hunt^in bloody fields 
For that advantage which thy willing fortune 
Now reaches to thy hands^ :. * in battles with 
^ Uncertain vvi a gs the wavering goddefs flies, 
• And oft with partial hand bellows her favour- 

' • Onfoolsand thick^fcuU'd heroes j ' fcize hernow*^. 
While flie is thine,. or fhe is loft forever. 

^r/. No matter, let her fly; the eagle Virtue 
Shall foar beyond her, and command her flight ;, 
Fortune is not my miftrefs, but my flave. 
Po/lcrity, that reads the name of Artaban, 
lA.the records of empire, fliall not blulli. 

' • El T^ 
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To think I plotted with aknavifh pricfl, 
The fcandal of his venerable fun^ion, 

* And mark of the gods vengeance/ to betray 
A prince my enemy ; • as if being confcious I 

* Of Icflcr worth, and of unequal courage, 

* I duril not fairly drive with him fbr greauiefs ;• 
Let the abhorr'd and impious treachery 
Obfcurely die unknown to future ages ; 
Or if our (hamc mull be deliver'd down. 
By all the kingly hopes that fire mv foul, 
It (hall not pa^ without a brand ot punifliment* 

* ^iat, 'Tis wond'rous well ! Young man, you king 
it rarely ! 

* You mean to be renown*d for early ju (lice, 

* And mark your oftentatious love of virtue, 

* Ev'n in their bloods who lift you up to power : 

* Perhaps we too ourfelves mull be arraigned 

* Before youf puny bar, and feel your axe j 

* Twill be a noble fubjed for your praife, 

* And yield much matter to declaimmg flatterers. 
' u4/7.' You, Madam, are my mother : Nature blinds 

And bids me fee no faults in her that bore me ; [mei 

Thofe other flaves that dare— 

^een. May be immortal, 
Foj ought that thou canft do to caufe their fate» 

* Is not thy power the creature of my favour ? 

* Which in precarious wife on me depending^ 

* Exifls by my concurrence to its being ?* 
Miftaken youth ! ' whofe giddy brain ambition 

* Has, like the fume of drunken vapours, turnM ;* 
Think'ft thou that I, whofe foul was formed for fway,. 
Would lay the golden reins of empire down ? 
Or truft them ^o the guidance of a boy. 
Who fhall difpofe of me, or thofe that ferve me,,. 
According to the didtates of old morals, 
His bearded tutor gleans from muily authors ? 

Arta. l^3y then, •tis time I (hould exert myfelf; 
And tho* you gave me birth, yet from the gods 
(Who made my Cither be as he was, royal. 
And flampt the mark of greatnefs on my foul) 
I claim my right to empire : may I fall 

Vile 
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Vile and forgotten, if I ever own . . , 

Any fuperior being but tUofe gods. 

^een, Tbou rav'ft, and hafl forgot me» 

Arta. No, you are . ^ 
My mother, and a woman, form'd to obey ; . 
On that condition all the (ex's privileges 
Are founded : the creating hiand has mix'd 
Softnefs and beauty in yourcompoGtion, 
To charm and bend the mind of man, impatient 
Of the ignoble pleafure ; you were made for 
The weaknefs and necelBtics of Nature : 
^11 are your feeble fouls for greatnefs fuited : . 

l3efire of government is monftrous. in you, 
. ^een. Thou mighty goddefs, Nature I doll thou hear \ 
This rebel fon ? This infolent apbraider, 
Still fondly nurs'd in my indulgent bofom ? 
To build Whofe future greatnefs to the fkies, \ 

My anxious foul has laboured more than wlien 

I felt a mother's forrow for his birth : ' ' 

Ungrateful boy !—— 

• Know, fool, that vaunt'fl thy felf upon thy manhood,^ 

• The greateft he thy r6ugher kind e*er had,, \ 

• Mud have confefsM woman's fuperior wit, \ 

• And own'd our fex's juft pi'erogative.* 

Did not a mother's fondnefs jplead hard for thee. 
Thy bead iliould pay the. forfeit of thy infolence ; , 
For know,, young ting;, that I am fate In Ferfia, 
And life and death depend upon ray pleafure. 

Art, The world would be well governed, (hould the 
Depute their providence to women's care,^ [godst^ , 

And trull xk^m with the fate of kings and empires. 

^een, * Yet thou art fafe' — Away, nor tempt me fur* 
ther. 
The patience ev*n of gods themfelves has limits, 

• Tho* they with long forbearance vi^w roan's folly ;** 
Yet if thou ilill perfift to dare my power. 

Like them, I may be qrg'd to Ipofe my voiigeance^, 
And tho* t^ou wert my creature, ftcike thee dead,. 

JIfir. Befeech yoii, Sir, retire; the' Queen, your mo- 
Labours with wilell forefight for your good, [ther, 
And is iaceos'd to. fee you tlxwart that purpofcu 

Atta* 
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Arta. Whit is the good of greatneft, but die power ^ 
Madam, I leave you ; my own innaxe virtue 
Arms mc againflr your rage, unjull and impotent: 
Wait but the great fuccefs my foul divines, 
And you will oWn your little juggling arts 
Have only fcrvM to obflrud a while my glory, 
And Ikreen this elder brother trom my conqueft. 

[Exeunt Artaban tf»^Cleanthcs, 

* ^een. Some envious pow'r above, fome hoftile de- 
mon, 

* Works underband againft ray (Wronger genius^ 

* And countermines me with domeftic jars. 

* JMalicious chance ! When all abrbad. was fafe, 
« To ftart an unfeen danger from myfelf ! 

* Mlrza, didft not thou mark the haughty boy, 

« With what aflumlng pride he own-d his darings 
« And claimM fuperiority of power? 

* Oh, can I liVe and bear to be controul'd ? 

* To ihare the pleafure of fupreme command 

* With him or any one ? Oh, Artemifa ! 

* Didft thou dlfdain fubje£tion to a hufband, 

* The proudcft title of that tyrant man, 

* And canft thbu yield t* a boy, a fon, by naturr 

* And grateful duty to obedience bound?* 

Mr. Midam, let mc intreat you, by the goda. 
To calm your juil refentments. * Meddling Fortune^ 

* ( Whofe malice labours to perplex the wifc> 

* If not prevented will unravel all 

* Thofe finer arts, which we with care have wove^ 
The Prince led on by this pernicious honour, 
Mayfettbe prisoners free ;. think, if thathappcn^. 
To what a ihbck of fare we ft and exposed. 

^ueen, ' Tis ttue j this tooliih honour ruins alfc. 
« Ridiculous notion 1 as if felf-intereft 
< Were not the firft and noble ft law of nature**" 
Say then, wife Lord,, and let thy ready wit, j^ 

Still prefent to itfelf, avert this blow. 

Mr. One method,.tho* ungentle, yet remain^. 
To remedy the fears this ill produces i 
This inftant let a guard confine the Prince, 
Ere he can gain the means t' affed that mifchicr 

He 
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He meditates againft himfelf and us : 
To-morrow, early as the morning dawno, 
Theprifonere iM ftiall die ; that once cJifpatch'd, 
' This raging fit of honour will relax. 
And give him leifure to confider coolly 
Th'adyantage of his fortune. 

^Uien» You have reason > 
And tho* I fear his haughty temper will 
But badly brook confinement, he mufl learn 
To bear it as he can ; perhaps 'twill bend him. 
And make his youth more pliant to my will. 

Mir, Your orders cannot be difpatch'd too fbony 
Each minute of the flying hours is precious. 

^ueen. The eunuch Bagoas, let him attend us. 
He mall receive inflrudtions on the inihnt. 

{^Exeunt the Queen and MitzHf /e*ucraJ^» 

SCENE, Mirza's Palace. 

Enter Cleone tn a Man*s Hahit^ tMith a Dark-Lantborn^ 
Beliza follo^Mzng, 

CU, Yc gentle powers, who view our cares with pity, 
Lend yourcompaflion to the poor Amcftris. 
Oh, my Beliza ! was not thy foul wounded, ' 

To hear (when now we paft by her apartment) 
The piercing accents of her loud complainings ? • 
By Hcav*n, my aking heart bleeds for her fufferings. 

Bel, 'Tis fure (he ^els the bittcreft pangs of woe j 
And were not all my thoughts to you devoted. 
Her grief would deeply fink into my foul. 
Why will you tempt alone ten thoufand dangers > 
Your father's and the furious Queen's refentment ; 
The cruel guards, and all thofe fatal accidents, 
Which in the horror of this dreadful night, ' 

Might fhake the refol u tion of a nian. 

Cle. Pf'ythccno more, thouknow'ft I am rcfolv'd, 
And all thy kind advice is urg'd in vain ; . ' 

l^iy fond mifiaking fears prefent the danger 
More dreadful than it is : this mailer-key 
Admits me thro* that pailage to the temple, 
By which the guards, who feinted the unhappy piinqe 
Thismorxung, enter'd; that of all the reU 

I . . . It 
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Is only left uaguarded, aAd from thence^ 
Affiftedby the friendly veil of nighe. 
We may condu^ him thro* ray father's palace 
In fafety to the ftreet : There' undiiltDguifii'd 
Amongft the bufy difcontented crowd, x 

That fwarm in murmuring heapi» he may retire t 
Nor ftiall my father or the Queen c*cr knovr 
The pious fraud my lore was guilty of. 

J?f/. Yetflilllfear 

Cle. No more^ retire and leave me ;. 
My drooping heart fits lighter than it's wont^ 
And che^irfuUy prefages ^ood fuccefs. 

£eL Where flwU I watt you ? 

Cle» At my own apartment. . . 

BeL The mighty gods protect you. 

Cie. Softly: retire. [ExiiBcWih 

What noife was that?— The creature of my fears. 
In vain, fond maid, wouldil thou belie thy I'eXi 
Thy coward foul conftUes thee a woman. 
A fooUfli, rafh, fond woisan where am I going? 
To fave my godlike hero. * Ob my heart 1 

* It pants and treovbles, fure 'tis joy not fear f 

* The thought hat giv*n me courage : I iliall fave him,^ 

* That darhng of my eyes/ What if I fail? 
Then death is in my reach^ and ends my forrows* 

[Sitewing a dag^%^ 
Why doll thou (hake, my hand, and fear tografp 
This inftrument of fate? If I fucceed. 
Yet Artaxerxes will not live for me ; 
And my defpuir will wmn< thy friendly aid. 
Death ev*ry way fliuts-up my gloomy pfofpedt 

* If then there be that Lethe and £lyfiam» 

< Which priefls and poeta tell, to that dark ftreanK 

* My foul, of life impatient, fliall make hafte, 

* One healing draught my quiet Ihall refbre, 
^ And love forgotten, ne'er diilurb me more.' 

A Ntght'Scene «f the Temfk of the Swu 

Enter Memnon and Artazences. 
Art* Still *tis in vain ! this idle rage » vaia ; 
And y^t my fwelling paffions will have way i 
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* Ancl rend my labouring breaft *till they find vent. 

* Was it for this; ye cruel ^dds, you made me 
< Great like yourfelves, and as a king, to be 

* Your facred image ? Was it but for this ? 

* To be cut down, and mangled by vile hands, 

* Like the felfe ohjt^ of miilaken worfliip ? * 
Why rather was I not a peafant Have, 

Bred from my birth a drudge to your creation, 
And to my deftin'd load inur'd betimes ? 

Mem. The malice of our fate were not complcat. 
Had wc not been by juft degrees to happinefg 
Eais^d, only to be plung'd the deeper down 
Inanabyfsofwoes. Early fuccefs 
Met and attended all my youthful wars ; 

* And when I rulh*<d amidfl^ the dreadful battle, 

* The weaker Genii of our Afian monarchs 

* Shrunk from the force of our fuperior fate ; 

* O'er-match'd they fell, and by my fword were fwept 

* Like common beings from the glorious field.* 
Thenwasthcdayof joyous triumph, then, 
My foul was lifted high, e v'n to the ftars. 

Bat now— what am I noW ? O, damn'd reverfe of fortune I 
Now, when my age would be indulg'd in eafe. 
And joy ia pleafurc of my former fame, 
Now I am curs'd ; held at a villain's mercy, 
My foes derifion^ and the fcorn of cowards. 

Art. Oh, torture of my foul ! damn'd racking theught I 
Am not I too referv'd for fcrviJe vaflalage ? 
To be the fubje^ of a boy's command ? 

* A boy by nature fet beneath my fway, 

* And bom to be my flave ! Shall he triumph, 

* And bid me live or die ? Shall he difpofe 

* His beardlels vifage to a fcornful fmile, 

* And tell me that his pleafure is my fate.* 
No ; my difdalnful foul (hall ftruggle out. 
And ftart at once from its diflionour'd manfion. 

Mm. Oh, royal thought ! nor fiiall they keep back 
Altho* its common means be not in reach, [death. 

Shall my dd foldier's out fide, rough and hardy, 
Scarr^oVr with' many an honourable mark» 
Be cag'd for public fcorn ! Shall Mirza tell me. 
Thus didil thou on(^e,and now thou art my flaye ; * 

My 
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My foot ihall fpurn thee, tread upon tky neck» 
And trample in the duuft thy filver hairs ? ^ 
Shall I not rather choak^ hold in my breathy 
Or fmear feme wall or pillfur with my brains ? 

Art. Rage, orfomegod, (hall fave us from dlfiptiourf 
But Oh, my father ! Can we take our flight, 
Tho' to the ftars, and leave my love behind ; 
Where is (he now ? Where. is my queen, my bride, 
My charmer, my Amcflris ? 

Mem, Speak not of her, 

Art^ Not fpeak ? 

Mem, Nor think of her, ifpoffible. [armi^ 

Art. Was flie not fnatch'd, ' t®rn from my helplc(» 

* Whilft every god look'd on, and few tlie wrong, 

* Heard her loud cries, which vainly flrove to rouzc 

* Their flow unready vengeance 1* Was Ihe not 
Torn from my panting bofom (yet I live) 

E^'n on our bridal-day ? * Then when our flames 

* Were kindly join'd, and made but one deiire ! 

« Then, when flie figh'd and gazM, and blulh'd. and fighM f 

* When every touch, when every joy grew fiefcer, 

* And thofe that were behind were more than mortal I* 
To lofe her then f Oh ! 

And yet you bid me think of her no more. 

Mem. I do ; for the bare mention turns my brain, 
And even now I border upon madnefs ; 
^o dreadful is the very apprehenfion 
Of what may be. 

* Art. Can we make thought go back ? 

* Will it not turn again, cleave to our breafts, 

* And urge remembrance 'till it fting us, home I 

* Ha ! now the ghaftly fcene is fet before me ; 

* And as thou faid'll, it runs me to diflradlon ; 

* Behold her beauties, form'd for kings to fervc, 

* Held vile, and treated like an abje(3flave I 

* Helplefs amldft her cruel foes ihe flands, 

* Infulting Artemifa mocks her tears, 

^ And bids her call the gods and me in vain* 

* Mem. Would that were all.' 

Art. Ha ! Whither wouldft thou drive me ? 
Mem. Did you like me confider that dog Mirza, 
Early to hell devoted, and the furies, 

I Bora, 
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jSorn, nurs'd, and bred a villaio, you would fear 
[The word efie6ts his malice could exprefs 
^Tirtue which he hates, when in his power* 

ArU What is the woril ? 

Mem. What my old fault'ric^ tongue 
Trembles to utter ; goatilh luft and rape. 

Art, Ha ! rape I if there are gods, it is impoffible* 

Mem. Oh ! dreadful image for a father's thought ! 
:T« have his only child, her fex's boaft. 
The joy of iight, and comfort of his age, 
|Dragg*d by a villain, flave, * his ruthlefs hand 

* Wound in her hair,* to fome remote dark ccU> 
A fccne for horror fit, there to be blotted 

By his foul lufl, * 'till appetite be gorg'd** 

Let rac grow favage firft, let this old hand 

That oft has blefs'd her, in her blood be drench'd ^ 

Lttxne behold her dead, dead at my foot. 

To fpare a father's greater (liarae and forrow. 

dru A father ! What's a father's plague to mine f 
A hufband and a lover ! if it can be. 
If there isfuch a hoarded curfe in {lore, 
Transfix me now, ye gods, now let yx)ur thunder 
fall on my head, and fkike me to the center, 

Lefl, if I (hould furvive my ruipl honour 

* And injur'd love, I Ihould ev'n curfe your godheads^ 

* Run banning and blafpheming thro* the world, 

* And with my execrations fright your worftiippers 

* From kneeling at your altars.' 
Enter Cleone w/V^ a Dark'Lantharn and Key» 

Cie, This way the echoing accents feem to come ; 
Bure'tis the wretched prince ! * Oh, can you hear him, 

* And yet refufe to lend your aid; ye gods ? 

* Jrt. This gloom of horrid night fuits well my foul, 

* Love, forrow, confcious worth, and indignation, 

* Stir mad confuiiou in my lab'ring breaft> 

* And I am all o'er chaos,' 
Cie. Is this, alas I 

The flate of Artaxerxes, Perfia's heir ? 
Not one poor lamp to qhear -the difmal Ihade 
Ofthishugeholy dungeon I ' Slaves, murderers^ , 

F ' Villains 
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** Villains that erodes wait for, are not us'd thus.' 
J'U fhe\r my felf. 

[She turns the Lights tmd cwim JHnarib 
Artaxerxes anJ Mcmiion» 

Mem, Ha ! whence this gleam of light } 

Art. Fate is at hand, let's hafte to bid it welcome^ 
fit brings an end of wretchednefs* 

Cle, Speak lower ; 
I am a fnend : long lire pince Artaxerxes. 

Art, What wrerch art thou, that hail*{l me with acurft} 
Come from that cloud that muiRes-up thy £we^ 
And if thou haft a dagger, ibew it boldly : 
We wifh to die. 

CU. Think better on my errand ; 
I bring you bleiii»gs, libeny and life. 
And come the minifter' of happier faie. 

[Turns the Li^ht on betfelf^. 
Now down, my blood, down to my trentbling heart. 
Nor fparkle in my vtfage to betray me. [Afide* 

Art. Ha! as I live, a boy ! a bluibingboy! 
Thou wert not form'd fure for a murderer's office ; 
.Speak then, and tell -me what and whence thou arU 

Cie. Oh, feek not to unveil a trivial fecret, 
Which known iiTi ports you not. I am a youth 
AbandonM to misfortunes from my birth, 
And never knew one caufe to joy in life. 
But this that puts it in my power to fave -> 
A prince like Artaxerxes. Aik no more* 
^But follow thro' the mazes that I tread, 
XJn til you 'find your (afety. 

^r/.Th us forbidding, . . 

Thou giv'ft me caufe t' enquire : are then the guards^ 
That when the day went down, with ilri6te(l watch 
Obferv'd the temple gates, remor'd or fled ? 

Ck They are not, but with numbers reinforced 
Keep every paflage ; only one remains 
Thro' Mirza's palace, open to our flight.. 

Mtm. Ha ! Mirza ! there^s damnation in his namey 
Ruin, deceit, and treachery attend it ; 
Qin life, can liberty or lafety, come 
FlroiTi him, or ought that has an interefi in him ? 
Kather^ fufpeft this feignmg boy \m inftrument. 

To 
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To plunge us deeper yet, if poffiblo, 
Inmifery; ' perhaps fome happy accideDt, 
^ As yet to us uaknown, preferves us from 
^ The utnioft ODaltce of bU hate while here, 
•' This lets his wicked wit at work to draw us 

* Forth tFom this holy place ; much better be 

* The pris'ners of the gods, thao wear his fetters/* * 
Cle. Unfortunate fiupicion ! what fliall I fay ♦ 

To urge 'em to'be fafe, and yet prcferTC- . • 

My wretched felf unknown .^ [y^^^r- 

* -^r/. Sur6ly that face 

* Was not defign'd to hide diffembled malice. 

* Say. yo^th^ art thou of Mirza's houfe (as fure thou, muft,- 

* If thou pretend'ft to lead us that way forth) - 

* And canlVihou be a friend to Artaxcrxes,^ 

* Whom thai iiiW dog, that minifter of devils, 

* Wit hf moil opprobrious injuries has loaded ? 

* Cle. '\ ho' I am his, yet fure I never ihar'd 

* Hi^ hate— Shall I confcfs and own my fliame ? 

* Oh, heavens! \^4fi^f*' 

* Mem, Mark, th' unready traitor flammers ; 

* Iialf*bred, and of the mungrel ftrain of mlfchicf, 

* He has iiot art enough to hide the cheat, 

* His deep-dcfignir)g lord had better plotted, 

* Away! Thinks he io. poorly of our wit, 

* To gull us with a oovicie ?— If our f.itc 

* Hasrgiv'n ys up, andtnark'd us for dellrudUoa^ 

* Tell him, wc aw refolv'd to meet it here, 

* Ck* Yet hear me, prince, fince you fufpeA me fent ^ 
By Miru, to enfnare you, know! lerve 

(Oh, gods ! to what am I rcduc'd I) [.<^<?.]—- his dangh«- 
Some god compai^v nate of your woes has Sirred [ter f 
A woman's pity in her fofter breaft. ; 
And 'tis from her I come to give you liberty. 
I beg you to believe me. [Sbt vmps* 

jirt, See, he weeps ! 

* Mem. The waiting tears flood ready for comaaand, 

* Andjiow they flow to varniih the falfc tale.* 

Art. His daughter, fay'ft thou ? I have fecn the maid* 
Dod thou ferve her ; and could Ihe fend thee Xm me I 
*Tis an un ikely riddle. 

1dm. Perhaps 'tifimeanty . 

F z That 
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That ftie who (hares his poifonous blood, (liall ihare 
, The pIcafuFC of his vengeance, * atid inure 

* The woman's hands and eyes to death and mifchicf.*' 
But thou, her inftrument, begone, and fay, 

The fate of princes is not fport for girls. 

Cle, * Some envious power blafls my pious purpofc, 

* And nought but death remains : O that by that 

* I. might perfuade him to believe and truft me ; 

' And fly t^iat fate which with the morning waits hinii f 

, f grieve, my lord, to find your hard* fuQ>icion 
Debars me from preferving your dear life, 
(Which not your own Amellris wifhes mwe.) 
To-morrow's dawn (Oh ! let me yet prevail) 
The cruel Queen refolves Ihall be your laft. 
Oh, fly 1 let me conjure you, fave yourfelf. 
May that moft awful god that here is worfliipp'd 
Deprive me of his chearful beams for ever, 
Make me the vvretched*ft thing he fees while Irving, 
* And after death the loweft of the damn'd,* 
If I have any thought but for your fafery. 

j4ri» No, I havefound the malice of thy miftreit |. 
Since I refus'd her love when (he was pro^r'd 
By her ambitious father for my bride, 
And on a worthier choice beftow'd my heart, 
^hcvows revenge on me for fligbted beauty, 

CU» My lord, you do her moft unmanly wrongs 
She owns the merit of the fair Ameftris, 
"Nor ever durft imagine fliedeferv'd you. 
Oh ! fpare that thought, nor blot her virgin &me* . • 
In filence ftill (he wonderM at your virtues, 
BtefsM you, nor at her own ill fate repin'd ; • 
This wounds her moll, that you fu(^6t unkindly 
Th' officious piety that.wouU ha^e fav'd y©u. 
Cai'elefs of an offended father's rage. 
For you alone concern'd, (he charg'<l me guide you. 
When midnight fleep IkuI clos'd'obrerving eyes, 
Safe thro' her father's palace with 'this key ■ 
And if I met with any that durft bar 
Your paflTage forth, ilie bid me greet him thus ■ * 

IStah herfilf. 
[Artaxerxcs catchei bermjhe^ fails. 

Art. 
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./fr/. What haft thou done, rafh boy ? 

Cle. Giv*n you the laft, 
And only proof re mai.r>'cl, that could, convince yoa 
I held your life much dearer than my own, 
- Mem, Horrid amazement chills my freezing veins ! ' 

Cle. Let me conjure you with; my lateft breath. 
Make hafte to,feize the means that may.preferveyou.; 
This key, amidfl the tumult of this night, 

\Giving tie Kfyi 
Will open you' a way thro' Mifza's palace* 
May every god ailiiVand guard your flight : 
And Oh ! when all your hopes of love and glory 
Are crown'd with juft fuccefs, will you be good. 
And think with pity on the loft Cleone ? 

Art. Ten thouDind difmal fancies crowd my .thoughts^ 
Oh ! is it pomble thou canfl be ihe^ 
Thou moft unhappy fair one ? 

Ck, Spare my Ihame, . ^ 

Nor call the blood that flows to give me peace, 
iBack to my dying cheeks. Can you forget . 
WJhp was my father ; and remember only 
How much I wilh'd I had deferv'd your frlendftiip ? 
Nay, let my tongue grow bold, and fay, jnour love7 
But .'twas iiot inmy fate. 

^r/. Whatfhalllfay, 
To witnefs how my grateftil heart is touched ? 

• But, Oh ! whv would'fl thou give this fatal infbmceff ' 
Why haft thou ftain^d me with thy v'min blood ? 

I fwear, fweet faint, . for thee I could forgive, 
The ifkalice of thy father, * tho* he feeks 
: * My life and crown ; thy goodnefs' might atone* 

* Ev*n for a nation's fins/ Look up, and live^ 
Afld thou fhalt ftill be near me as my heart. 

Ck* Oh, charming founds, that gently liall ftiy foul' 
! To evejcia&ingreft ! I fwear *tis more, 
I Morp joy to die thus bleis'd| than to have lIvM 
j A iQonarch's bride : may every bleffing wait you ; 
In war and peace, ftill may you be the greateft, 

I The favourite of the gods, and joy of men 

I I faint — Oh, let me lean upon your arm - [Sbe'dih, 

; Art. * Hold up the light, my father/ Ha ! ihefwoonsrl 
I T^iironhandgfd^atiiisonherbeauties/ 
I ^ Fi. And 
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And fee, like lilies hippM with froft, they langni(h* 
Mem^ My cough old foldier*s heart melts at the figbt^ 

And an unwonted pity moTes my breaft ; 

Ill-fated maid ! too good for that damnM race. 

From Which thou drew*ft thy being ! fure the godSj 

Angry, ere while Will be at length appeasM 

With this egregious ^^m : let us tempt *em 

Now while they feera to fmile. 

jtrt. A beam of hope - ^ 

Strikes thro* my foul, like the firft infant light 

That glanc'd upon the chaos ; if we reach 

The open city, fate may be ours again : 

But Oh ! whate'er fuccefs or happineis 

Attend my life, ftiU fair unhappy maid. 

Still (hall thy memory be my grief and honor^ 

On one fix'd day in each retiiming year, 

Cyprcfs and myrtle for thy fake I'll wear ; 

iEv'n my Ameftris thy hard fate (hall moui:a^ 

And with fi-efli rofes crown thy virgin urn, 

•Till in Elyfjum blefs'd, thy gentle (hade 

Shall own my vows of forrow juftly paid* [JEjfumlj^ 

End of the Fourth Act. 
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SCENE, Mirza's Paiace. 

Enter Mirzz^ Magas, afiJ Jttendants^ with Li^iHi ' 

* MiRZA. 

PHO ! You oVr-rate the danger. 
* Magas. If I do, 

* We err in the extreme, (ince you efteem it 

* As much too lightly. Think you then 'tis nothingf 

* This horrid jar of tunwlt and confufion? 

* fteads white with years, and vers*d in long ezperlencey 
** Who yet remember all the different changes 

* A rolling age produces, cannot call 

* To mind one inflance dreadful as this tngjtiU . 
' Infernal difcord, hideous to behold, 

; Hangs, like its evil geniusi o'er the city^ 

And 
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* And (ends a fnake to every Tiilgar bretft* * 

* From feveral quarters the mad rabble fwarm, 

* Arm'd with the inftrumentsof htfty rage, 

* A^d in confus'd diforderly array 

' J^ofl formidable march : their differing; clamors^ ^ ' 
' Together joined, compofe one deafening foimc^ 
^ Arm ! Arm J ihey cry, religion is no more, 

* Qur gods are (lighted, whom if we revenge not^ 

* War, peftilencc» and famine, will enfue» 

* And univerlal ruin fwallow all. 

* Mir, A crew of mean, unthinking,, heartlefs ibyf ^ 

* With eaf^ ftirr*d up, to mutiny, andgueird 

* With the fame cafe, with like expreflions (hew, . 

* Their joy or angtfi; ; both are noife ami tumul^ 

* And (till, when holidays make labour ceafe, 

* They meet and (ho\3t\ do thefe defervc our fears ? 

* Mag, Moil certainly they may ; if we confidcr 

* Each drcumdance of peril that concurs $ 

* Tigranes, with the refi that !fcap'd the temple, 

* Are mix'd amongilthis herd, 'and urge the wrongr 

* Which with the gods their prince and Memnonfu&r« 

* Mr. Nor need we fear ev*n that, fafe in the aid 

* And number of our friends, jvho treble theirs : 

* For this mad rout,- that hum and fwarm together^ 

* For want of fomewhat to employ their folly, 

* Indulge *em in their fancy for religion. 

* Thou and thy holy brotherhood ofpriefts 

* Shall in proceffion bear the facred fire, 

* And all our golden gods ; let their friends judge 

* If ftill they look not kindly as of old ; 

* *Tis a moll apt amufement for a crowd, 

' They'll gaze and gather round the gaudy (hew^ 

* And quite forget the thoughts of mutiny.. 
' A guard (hall wait you. 

* Mag. Why go not you too with us j 

* They hold your wifdom in raoft high regard,. 

* And will be greatly fway'd by your peiiuafion' ; 

* Th* occafion is well worth your care and prefence* 

* Mir, Oh ! you'll not need my aid : beiides, my friend^ 

* My hours this night are deftin'd to a ta(k 

* Or more import than are the fates of millions 
/ SttchgroYcUng fouls as theirst As yet the fecret 
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* Is immature, not worth your pTefcnr knowledge: 

* To-morrow that and all my breaft is yours. 

* I muft not, dare tio.t truft him with my weaknefs, 

* 'Twill mark me for his fcorn; 'tis yet foraewiTdbm, 

* If we rpwft needs be fools^ to hide our folly. [4fi^^ 

* Magif'He means the prifoners* death ; let him engfofe 

* The people's hatc^ monopoly d^raaationj 

* I will ^fafely ignorant of miichief. [J/ide*. 

* H crea fter whicn your wifdoHi (hall think fit 

« To Ihare thofe thoughts, and truft *em with your friend^ 
• * I^ali Be pleas'd to know ; this iniVant hour 
« My cares are all employ 'd dh my oWn proYmee, 

* Which haftce m© hence. 

• JIf/r. JMay all your gods afflft yo^.* lExeunfm 

SCENE, aa Apartment /Vf Mirza*a PaUuem 

• E«//r Ameftris. 

Am. Will ye Aot hear, ye ever gracious Gods > 
(Since fure you do not joy ix our misfortunes, - 
But only try the flrength of our frail virtue) 
Aiae not my forrows full ? can ou ght be added \ 
My royal lord, and father ! yet dear name* 
In which my all ^.^ happincft was Ajmm'd, 
What hajire theminiOers of fate done with yoti 
Are you not de?d ? Too fure ! that's paft a doubt : [bandf 
Oh, Memnon ! Ohi my prince ! ray father ! Ob, my huf*- 
Enter MIrza* 

JW/r. Such Juno was (except alone thbfc tears)^: 
When, upqn Ida's top (he- charm *d the god, . 
That long had been a {Irangefto her iJfed ; 
Made him forget the bufinefs of the world,.. 
And lay aijde his providence, t'employ 
The whole divinity upon her beauty. 
And fure 'twas worth the while; had*! been Jbrei'. 
So had I too been pteas'd to be deceiv'd^ 
Into immortal joys, O ceafe thy tears I — 

Am, Give 'em me back, or if the grave and thoif 
Reftore to none, Oh, join my fate to theirs ! 
Sh\^t us together in fome filent vaiilt, - 

* Where I may fit and weep till death's kind hani 

* Shall lay me gently by my lord's dear fide,* 
And hufti my forrows in etcFnal ilumber. 

JW/f**- In pity to your form afluage thofe tears, 

Serro\v . 



THE AMBITIOUS STEP-MOTHER. ^ 

Sorrow is bcauty^s bahe ; nor let your bread 
Harbour a fear : I wage not war with fiir ones ; 
* But wi(h you would efface thofe ugly thoughisy 
: * That live in your remembrance to» perplex you ;^ 
Let joy, the native of your foul, return, 
And love's gay god fit fmiling in your eyes. 
As erft he did ; I bring you joy and glory, 
And would {o fully recompenfc the lofs 
You fondly mourn, that when you count the gains, 
Yourfclf Ihould own your fortunes are well chang'd.. 
j^m, Ob, impious comforter ! talk'fl thou of joy^ 
; When nature dictates only death and horror ? 
Is there a god can break the laws of fate, 
And givems back the precious livea IVe loft^ ^ * 

What nam'ft thou recompence ? Can ought atone 
For blood ? A father's and a hufband's blood ! , 

Such comfort brings the hungry midnight wolf, - 
When having flain theiliepherd, fmcar d with gorCj 
He leaps amidllihe helplefs bleating flock. 

Mir, Away with this perverfenefs of thy fex, 
* Thefe foolifh tears, thefe peevifli %hs and fobbings,^ 
Look up, be gay, and chear me with thy beauties, 
And to thy wi(h I will indulge thy fancy* 
Not all th' imagined fplendor of the gods 
I Shall match thy pomp, fublimely ihalt tho-u Mmb^ 
Theboaft and glory of our Afian world ; 
Nor iliall one flie of* all thy tow'ring fex 
Out-rival theo (thou lovtly Mr) in power, 
Oh, think on power, on power, and place fupremc# 
' * u^/n. There is but one, one only thing to think Oft^ 
ir*' My raurder'd lord, and his dark gaping grave, 
* That waits unclos'd impatient of my coming. ^ 

' Mir. Oh, lifben, gentle maid, while i impart 
I* A ftoiy of fuch foftnefs to thy car, 
;* As (like the halcyon brooding o'er the Waves) 
[■ May with its influence hufli thy fl:ormy griefs#' 
|» An, Begone ! and if thou bear'fl one thought of pitv 
In that ha5 breaft, Oh, leave me to myfelf, - 

^ Nor by thy prefence, hideous to nay foul, 
^ And horrid confolations^ ilrive to add 
P To my full woes, thatfwell'd without thy helpj 
[ Already riie and Rubble o'er the margiiii* 
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Mr. What if I talkM of love ? 
uffn. Of love ! Oh, monfter ! 
Mir, If love be monftrous, fo is this fair frame^ 
This beauteous world, this canopy, the Iky, 

* That fparkling (hlnes with gems of light innumerable; 

* And fo ar^ thou and I, iince love made all f 
« Who kindly reconcil'd the jarring atoms 

* In friendly league, and bid 'em be a world • 

* Frame not thy lovely mouth then to blafpheme 

* Thy great Creator ; thou art his, and made for 
' His more peculiar fervice ; thy bright eyes, 

* Thy moid red lip, thy rifmg fnowy bofom,. 

* Thy every part was made to furnilh joy, 

* Ev'n to a riotous ex cefs of happioefs. 
Oh, give roe but to tafte thy blifsful charms* 

A nd take my wealth, my hpnour, pow'r, take alJp 
All, all for recom pence* 

j^m. Execrable wretch ! 
Thus, is it thus thou wouldft aiTuage my forrowa t 
When thy inhuman bloody cruelty. 
Now with redoubling pangs cltave my poor heart,, 
Com'tl thou befpotted with the recent daughter 
To proffer impious love ; accurfed fiend ! 
Horror and grief fliall turn me to a fury ; 
Still with my echoing cries I will purfue thbe^ . j 
And halloo vengeance in thy guilty cars ; . ' j 

* Venf;cance for murder 1 for my prioce*B murder I 
« And for my poor old father ! ' Think not, villain 
Who art the plargue and fc.Qurge of human-kindi 
That there is peace for thee, whilll I run mad 

With raging forrow* Vengeance, vengeance waits thcc^ 
Great as my woes ! * my dear, dear Artaxerxes I* 

Mir, ;I am not lucky at the glofrnz arjt 
Of catching girls with words ; hut ^is no matter ; ' . 

Force is a fure refort ; and vvLcn at laft 
Fierce as a tow'ring faulcon from her height, 
I^ftoop to ftrike the .prey, it is tny own. [jifidem 

Obilinate fool, how dar'ft thou cro&my mfties? 

* Since the f^me hand chat has avenged me well 

* Upon my other foes, commands thy fate ?* 
Tho* merty, in compiffion. of thy beauty 
Reach out her b^nd to live thcc, yet, iil urgM, 

Rtvengi 
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Avenge may (till take place— think well on that. 

Am. That, that is all the mercy which I aik ; 
Indulge thy thirdy malice in my blood, 
And haften me to peace, * my woman'« heart 

* Shall gather all its little jftock of courage 

^ To arm me fof- the blow. Tho'ikath be terrible^ 

* Ghaftly and pale, yet I will joy to meet him* 

* My better life already is dellroy'd, 

^ Imperfedt now and wanting half myfelf, 

* I wander here in vain, and want thy l^nd 

* To guide and re-unite me to my lord. 

Mr. Alas ! thou had not read aright thydefllnyi 
Ibtterof much import requires thy hfe, 
Andfiill detains thee here. Come, I'll inftru^^ ihee^ 
And put thee in the way of fate's defign. 

\Li»ytngboUo%btri 

Am\ Unhand me, villain ! 

Mir. Nay, you muft not flruggle, 
Nor frown, and look alkew : fantaftic fex ! 
That put men on the drudgery to force you 
To your own fatisfacftion* 

Am, Let me go, 
Abhorr'd, deteftfcd monfter ! Shall he brave you. 
You awful godft ? ihall not your lightning blaft him ? 

Mir* Oh, no ! your gods have pleafures of their owtt \ 
^me mortal beauty charms the wanton Jove, 
Within whofearms he revels, nor has leifure 
To mind thy fooltfh raviog. 

^x0. Hear me now, fweet heaven! 
Save me, ye gods ! Oh fave mcT favehie! fave me ! 

Mir. Come» come along ! you fee you f^rive in vain, 

\jttrinjing with her ^ 

Am. Is there no hope of aid -from^ods or men ? 
Oh, let me turn to thee then, kneel to thee. 
And with my prayers and tears implore thy pity. 

Mir, Speak, f^r enchantment dwells upon thy tongue^ 

* And all the fluttering fpirits in my blood 

* Dance nimbly on to the celeftial found.' 

Am, What (hall I fay to move him to compaffion ? 
Thus groveling, prbftrate thus upon the earth, 
Let me conjure you, fparemy virgin honour; 

* Spare to commit a wrong to you unprofitable, 
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■ Yet worfc to me than torments, racks, and death / 

Kill me, tt^ laft of my unhappy race, 

And let old Memnon's name with me be loft. 

* Ifdcath be not enough, let me live wretched ; 

* Pull off thelc robes, and clothe me like a flave^ 

* Then -fend mc out to labour at fome village, 

* Where I may groan beneath a cruel mafter, 

« Be hardly us*d, and want e'en food and raiment, 
^ Till cold, and diYt, and poverty fliall change 

* And make me loathfome^S my fellow- wretches. 
** Oh ! let my rags claim only this one privilege, 
f To wrap me in the grave a fpotlefs maid/ 

Mir, That tongue which pleads, makes all cnti^ating 
rvain, 

* Thjr every motion, each complaining accent, 

* Warms me afrefli, and urges new defire ; 

^ Thou art, thou muft be mine, nor heaven nor earth, 

* Nor the^'confpiring power of hell ihall fave thee ;* 
I long to lofe my age in thy embraces. 

To bafk and wanton in thy warmer fua 
Till a new youth (hoot thro* me. 

^m» Chafte Diana, 
And thou, the guardian of the marriage bed, 

[Getting loofefrom hitrt^ 
Thou, royal Juno, Oh, proted thy votary ! 

Mir. * My jadeS age and weak eneveratc limbs 

* Falter and ihrink unequal to their office.' 

I pr'ythee yield ; come, yield aixl be a queen ; 

[Laying hold on her agaln^ 
Yield, and be any thing. I cannot bear 
Thefe fierce convulfive ilarts, this raging flame 
5piat drinks my blood. 

j!im» Oh. never, never, never. 

* A caufe like this will turn me to a fighter,* 
To my laft gafp, to death I will refift. 

JfcSV. My coward ftrength, ' doft thou go back ftom . 
beauty r* 
Roufe,'and deferve ihe pleafure thou wouldft tafte. 
Am, Unmanly traitor !— feize him, all ye fiends. 
[h thefritgglcjhcdra<vdi his ovon pmiiard ^ andfiahs him\ 
Mir, [falling,'] Damnation! Oh, my heart ! the 
Has ilruck me to the earth, [curfed fteel 

Am. 
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Am. There fiiA for evisr 5 
Nor rife again to pUgue the wrretched world, 

Mr. My heated bioed ebbs out, and now too late 
My cooler rcafon bide me curfe my folly. 
Oh, iAot» fcKot ! to be caught fo poorly ! 

* Where are thy iiae arts now ? Unrarel'd all, 

* Maogled and cut to piecca by a girl ! 

* Oh, (hame of wKdom ! when revenge was fure, 

* And fore was in my grafp, to lofc it all, 

* Ncgled the noble game, run out my yeara 

* On the purfuit of joys I could not taftc !*— — - 
My memory muft be thejeftof boys. 

Am. My boafted courage finks at fight of blood. 

* {Letting faU the petard., 

* Tho' juftly (h^dj and I grow ftiffwith horror.' 

[Mina attempting t» rife^ fails again. 
Mir. It wo'not be! Life gufhes out amain, 
Acd I fhall die without rerenge or aid. 

\TrampUng nvithutM 
What noife is that without there ? Help ! 

Am. Oh, heavens ! 
What will become of nie ? 

Enter Orcanes haflily, 
Orch. My Lord ! Where are you ? 
Bleeding ! and on the ground ! What wretched accident ? 
Then Fate refolvcs. to make this night compleat, 
Such as fucceeding horrori ne'er (hall match. 
Mir. Oh, my Orchanes ! I am fallen vilely, 

* And this lad part of life willfully all 

* The wifdom and renown of what is pad.* 
Methogghr thou talk*ft of horrors, fpeak /em boldly, 
And try if ought can add to this confufion. 

Orch, Prepare, my Lord, and fummon all yourwifdom, 
Your utmo.ft conftancy of foul, to heart-- — 

Afir. No more ! I cannot wait thy preparation^ 
Let the ill fortune take me as it finds me. 

Orch. Then hear it thus ; your daughter's dead— - 

Mir. My daughter ? 
Thy words have met with an unguarded fide, 
And pierce ev'n thro* my foul. Say, how ? Where f 
Xellroc! 

Or^h. As with a guard I kept the temple-gates, 

G I heard 
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I heard old Memnon and the pris'ndr prince 
Loud as the roaring ocean in a ftorm, 

• Echoing their rage thro* the vaft founding dome ;' 
When on a fudden, ere the night had gain'd 
Four hours at moft, the noife was hufli'd in filencc. 
Wond'riog, andcuriousof the caufe, I rnter*d. 

And found (Oh, grief to fight !) your lovely daughter 
Drcfs'd like aboy, then war no, and newly dead. 
One wound was on her breaft. Why (he was there. 
Or how, we know not ; to compleat the ill, 
The prisoners both arc fled. 

Mir, Fled I 'tis impoflible. 
Ha ! Which way ? Whither ? How ? They could not fly. 

jim. Oh, wdxid'rous turn of joy ! Are they not dead 
then? , ' [4fid». 

V Orcb, They could not *fcape the guards ; no other paf* 
Remained but yours, and even that was faft, [foge 

Upon the inftant I befet each avenue 
Which to your palaoe leads ; happily as yet 
They are not pafs'd from thence. 

Am, Guard 'em, ye gods ! ^ [4fi^* 

Mir, Find 'em again, Orchanes, ere I die. 
Or I am more than doubly damn'd ; this bfs 
Is worfe than mine, worfe than my daughter's death, 
•Tis death of my revenge. * Malicious fortune ! 

• She took the moment when m)r wifdom nodded, 

• And ruin'd me at once. O doating fool ! 

• Thou fool of love, and of pernicious woman I' 
I fickoji ; nature fails me ; Oh, revenge ! 

Will not thy cordial keep back flying life ; 
It fliall ; Orchanes, drag that traitrefs tome, 

Am. Oh, if thou art a man, J charge thee loofe me, 

• And fcorn his bidding, fcorn to be his flave, 

« A devil's drudge in mifcliief.' Save me from death, 
Have pity on my youth : Oh, fpare ray youtli I 

[Orchanes ^«//f Amellris do^vn to Mirza. 
Mir. Hearken not to her, drag her, pull her down : 
Shall Memnon boaft of thee, while I die childlefs ? 
No, to Cleone's ghoft thou art a vldim. 

• O Ciiuld 1 but have feen thee with thofe eyes 
« I view thee now, I had been wife and fafe ; 

• That face Ihall make no more fools in this world, 

I * Dowa 
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• Down, bear thy fatal beauties down to hell, 

• And try if thou canft charm among the dead.' 

Die, witch ;. enchantrefs, die. [Htjlahsher* 

Am, Ah ! mercy, heavens ! '^ 

Mir, I thank thee, hand, at lead for this laft fervice- 
Now fly, Orchaties, haile and tell the Queen, 
My iatcfl breath flays for her — Something I would 

[Exit Orchanes. 
Important to her fervice — I breathe fliorr. 
Life Hays in pain, and flruggles to be gone, 

I ftrive in vain to hold it Ha ! vvhat mean 

Thefe fleeting fliades that dance before my fi^ht ? 
*TIs death, I fell it plain ; the dreadful change 

That nature darts at, death! Death!— -What i§ 

'lis a vafl difquiiition : priefts and fcholars [death ! 

Enqujre whole ages, and are yet in doubt. 
My head turns round — I cannot form one thought 
That pleafes me about it,— Dying — muft refolve me. 

[Mirza diesw 
Jm, Oh, my hard fortune ! rauft I die ? die now. 
When Artaxcrxes calls ^nd bids me live ? 
His dear lov'd image flays my parting faul, 
And makes it linger in its ruin'd houfe, 

• Ha \ iure he's dead— —'tis fo, and now he flands 

^ ^Looking on 'bXxtz^ 

• Arraign'd before the dread impartial judges, 

• To anfwer to a long account of crimes.' 

Had I but flrength, perhaps my fate may yet [R'/^g^ 

Find put a wav to fave me. 

My love and father make life worth ray care, 

Alas ! my blood flows fafl : this way, 1 think. 

[Goes of/aintly. 

Enter at the other 5///if ArtaxerxCs dt/r^Memnon, with a 
Szvord and Dark-Lanthorn* 

Mem* Ha ! here are lights, * hold up thy weapon, fon.' 
Art. And fee, blood and a body on the floor ! 

What means this fcene of death ! what wretch art thou ? 

Oh, all ye jufler powers ! 'tis Mirza, fee. 

He feems now dead. 
Mem. • Damnation' f^^/K^/y^w^^/thenis new to hire. 

And if there be one deeper pit of fulphur, 

G a One 
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One plague aboTethe reft in thofe darkregions. 
He, as the roofl abandoned dog, may claim it, 
And vie for preference with devils themfelves. 
This way J myfrince^ let us attempt. [Exeunt andrUurn. 
Re-enter Aroeftris. 

Mem. We mujt return y 'voe cannot fafs tbativay. 

J^m. The doors are guarded, fate has closM me round. 

Art^ Ha ! art thou my Ameflris ? 

Mem, Oh, my daughter ! [^^ ^*« '^ ^^^ 

Am, Are ye then come at laft to blefi my eyes. 
Which could not clofe without one parting view ? 
Oh, ^ hold me, or I fink- 



Mem, Alas ! my child 

Art. My cruel fears ! why art thou pale and fatnt ? 
Ha ! whence this blood ? Oh ! killing rpe6iacle ! 

Am. Forth from my heart the crimfon river flow9, 
My lavifti heart, that h^fHly confumea 
Its (mall remain of life. Oh, lay me gently 
On my laft bed the earth, whbfe cold hard bofom 
Mu ft fhortly be the place t>f my long reft. 

Mem, What have we done ? or, cBi ! if we have fiAn'd, * 
What has thy icncxcence done to merit this ! 

Am, That villain Mitza ■■■ ■■ ■■ 

Mem, Ha ! * fay, what ef him ?* 

Am. Offef'd moil brutal outrage to my honour* 

Art, Oh, ye eternal rulers of the iVorld, 
Could you look on Unmov'd^ But fay, inftni^ me. 
That I may bow before the god that fav'd thee. 

Am Sure 'twas fome chatter powV that made me b(4d, 
And taught my trembling hand to find the way 
With his own ponbrd.to the villain's heart. 

Mem, Thou art my daughter ftill ! Oh, noble adion ! 
That jpves in death an interval of joy. 

Am,. Juft in that hour of fate a villain entered. 
By whole affiftance the revengeful Mirza 
Forc'd me to fhare death with him. 
Art. * *Tis paft, 'tis paft, [Lying ehv3M% 

* And all thofe fires that lighted up my foul, 

* Glory and bright ambition languifh now, 

* And leave me dark and gloomy as the grave/ 
Oh, thou foftdyingfweethefs ! — fhall I rage 

And curfe myfelf ? curfe ev'n the gods ?— — Oh, no ; 
I am the (lave of fate,, and bow beneath 

Th« 
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Tlic load that prefles me ; ana funk to earth, 
And ne*er Ihall rife again : here will I fit 
And gaze till I am nothing. 
Am, Alas ! my lord, 

• Fain would I ftrive to bid you not be fad,* 
Fain would I chear your grief, but 'tis in vain f 
I know ty my own heart it is impoffible ; 

For we have lov'd too well. ' Oh, mournful nuptials? 

* Are thefe the joys of brides ;' indeed 'tis hard, 
'Tis very hard to part ; I cannot leave you ; ' 
The agonizing thought diftra^ts me ; hoM me, 

Ob, hold me faft, death ihall not tear me from you* 

Art, O could my arms fence thee from deftiny. 
The gods might launch their thunder on my head. 
Plague me with woes treble to what I feel : 
With joy I would endure it all to fave thee. 
What fliall I fay ? What fhali I do to feve thee ? 
Grief fliakes my frame, it melts my very temper, • 
My manly conilancy and royal courage 
Rungufliing thro' my eyes : Oh, my Amcfiris! 

Am, And fee my father ! his white bieard i^ wet 
With the fad dew. » 

Mem, I try'd to man my heart, 
But could not {land the buffet of this tempell. 
It tears me up—my child ! ha ! art thou dying ? 

Am, Indeed I'm very (ick. Oh, hold me up 1 
My pain increafes, and a cold damp dew 
Hangs on my face. Is there no help ? no eafe ? 
Have I your arm , my love ? 

Aft, Thou haft ; my heart, 
Doft thou yet hold ? 

Am, SsLy, will you not forget me, 
When I am laid to moulder in my tomb ? 
'Tis fure jou will not, ftill there will be roonct 
For my remembrance in your noble hesrt ; 
*'I know you lov'd me truly.* Now I faint. 
Oh, Ihicld me, fliield me from that ugly pliantom, 
Thecaveof dtath ! how dark and deep it is ? 

I tremble at the fight— -^ *tis hideous horror f 

The gloom grows o'er' me — let me not lie there. 

[Ameilris £^/es^ 

Ari, There life gave way, and theiaft roly breath 

G J Weat 
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Went in that figlu • Death like a brutal vidtor, 

• Already entcr'd, with rude hafte defaces 

• The lovely frame he'as maflcr'd ; fcchow (boir 
*, Thefe ftarry eyes have loft their light and luftre t 

• Stay, let me clofe their lids.* Now for reft ; 
Old Memnon ! ha 1 grief has transiixM his brain, 
Api he perceives me not. — Now what of thee t 
Think'ft thou to live, thou wretch ? Think not of any 
Thought is damnation, 'tis the plague of devils {thing ^ 
To think on what they are. And leCi^ this weapon 
Shall fliield me from it, plunge me in fbrgetfulncfs,- 

Ere tlie dire fcorpion, thought, can rouze to fting mci 
JLond me thy bofom, my cold bride : ill-fortune 

Has done its worfl, and we fliall part no more ; 

Wait for mr, gentle fpirit, iince the ftars 

Together muft receive us, [^#a^i bim/elf,] Oh, well aimM ? 

How foolifti is the coward's fear of death ! ~ 

Of death, the greateft— furcft way for peace. 

[Artaxerxc* dier^ 
[Memnon^dfWi^ looking an thelodiesfome timey 
and thenjpeaks. 
Mem, Yet' will I gaae ! yet, tho* my eyes grow ftiff. 
And turn to fteel or marble. Here's a fight 
To blefs a father ! thefe, thefe were your gifts. 
Ye bounteous gods ! ^ Youll fpare my th^iks for them,? 
You gave mc being too, and fpun me out 
To hoary wretchedncfs. Away, 'twas cruelty ; 
Oh, curled, curfed, curfed fourfcore years, 
Ye heap of ills, ye moirft'^ous pile of plagues \ 
Sure they lov'd well, the very ftreams of blood, 
That flow from their pale boforas, meet and mingle. 
Stay, let me view 'em better — ' nay, 'tis thus ■ ^ 

if thou art like thy mother flle dy'd too - '■ ■- 

Where is (he ? — Ha f thatdog^ that villain Mirza, 
He bears her from^ me : flialKwe not pupfue.^ 
The whirl of battle comes acrofs me, fly ; 
Begone j they (hall not, dare not brave me thus. 
* Hey, *tisa glorious found !' ru(h on, my prince, 
We'll ftart ana reach the goal of fate at once. {Runs off, - 

Enter on the otfjtrjtde Qu een end Attendants <with Lights • 

^een. Why am I fummon'd with this call of death ? 

This 
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This is nocommoA niin ; Artaxenres ! 

^d Memnon's daughter ! * Mima, thou art fallen 

* In pompoiis flaughter : could not all thy arts, 
■ ^ That dord about deflru^ion to our enemies, 

* Guard thy own life from fate ? Vain boaft of wifdom^ 

* That with faataftic pride, like bufy children^ 
** Builds paper towns and houfos, which at once 

' The hand of chance overturns,, and loofely fcatters I* 
ifl At^ Oh, difmal %^.t ! lL$oking^ 

^en. What is it frights thy eyet I 
1/ At. Old Memnon's body. 
* ^ueeH. •Tis a grateful horror/ 
ijt Au Upon the floor the batter*dcarcafe lies 
Wek'rine in gore, * wlulft od the raarble-watl 
^' Adreadifvl raafsof brains, grey*hair^ and bloody 

* Is fmear'd in hideous tnixture.' 
^en. Fierce diefpair 

Has tbrc^d a Wa]^ for the impetuous font. 

Tts well, he ia in peaces What means this tumult .^ 

\8bout^ clajbing 9f. fwordi*. 
' Enter an K^^SJker^ bUfivord. drawfu 

0§. Fly, Madam, left your perfoh be uot fafe ; 
The traitor Bagoas,. to <^hofe charge you trufted 
The prince vour fon, has drawn the guards to join him^ 
^nd now, aflifted by the furious rabble,. 
On every fide they charge thofe ^evf «vho keep 
This palace knd the temple, with loud outcries,, 
ft-oclaimmg that they mean to free the prisoners*. 
Orchanes, ere I fted to give you notice, 
Fell by the prince's hand ; the raging torrent 
Bore down our weak tefi^nce^ and purfuing 
With furious ha{be,ev'n trod uponmy flrght :: 
This inftant brings them here^ 

^een. Let them come on, 
I cannot fear; this ftorm is raised* toclate,, 
I ftand fecure of all I wifli already. 

[Sbifta ami ckf/bing o/Jwordsagaikh 

Enter Artabaii| Cleanthes, anJ Attendants^ witi their 
fwordi dratxm^ 

Art, Then virtue is in vain, fince bafe deceit 
Aad treachery have triumphed a'cr the mighty. 

• Oh, 
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Oh, nature ! let mt turn my eyes away, 
Left I am blafted by a mother's fight. 
' ^een. Ungrateful rebel ! do thy impious annt> 
Purfue me for my too indulgent fondneU 
And care for thee ? 

Jrt. Well has that care been (hewn ; 
Have you not foully ftain'd my facredfame } 
Look uu that fcene of blood f the (kre ef&^ 
Of cruel, female arts. But, Oh, what recompenfe ? 
What can you give \nt for my murder'd love ? 
Has not the labyrinth of your fiatal counfek 
Involv'd my fair, my lovely, loft Cleone I 
By our bright gods I fwear^ I will aflert 
The majefty of manly government. 
Nor w^ar again your ch^ns. « Still as our mother 

* Be honour'd ; rule amongft your maids and eunuchs, i 

* Nor mingle in our ftate, where-mad eonfufion 

* Shakes the whole frame, to boaft a woman's cunning/ i 
^een, ThoU talk'ft as if thy infant hand could grafp, j 

Guide, and command the fortune of the world; ] 
But thou art young in pow*r. Remember^ boy. 

Thy father, once the hero of his age, ' 

Was proud to be the fubje6t of my fway ; -v ! 

Tfce warrior to the woman's wit gave way, I \ 

And found it was his intereft to obey. J | 

And doft thou hope to ihake off my command } | 
Doft thou, the creature of my forming hand ? 
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When I aiSert the pow'r thou dar'ft invade. 
Like Heaven I will refolve to be obey'd. 
And rule or ruin that which once I made. 

[Exeunt ^ueen and Attendants^ 

Jrt, Let a girard wait the Queen : tho' nature plead 
For reverence to her perfon, jealous power > 
Muft watch her fubtle and ambitious wit, • 
Haft thou fecur'd the impious prieft, Cleanthes ? 
Magas, that wretch that proftitutes our gods. 

Clean* Already he has met the fate he merited t 
* . This night the hypocrite in grand proceflion 

* MarchM through the city to appeafe the people, 

* And bore the gods along to aid his purpofe ; 

* When on a fudden, like a hurricane, 

; That ftarts at once> and ruffles all tl.« ocean/ 

«. Some 
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Some- fury more than mortal fciz*d the crowd : 

At once they rufh'd, at once they cry'd , Revenge ; 

Then fnatch'd and tore the trembling pried to pieoes* • 

What uras moft ftrange, no injury was offer'd 

To any of the brotherhood beiide, 

But all their rage was ended in h^ death : 

Like formal juSicc that fererely ftrikes, 

And in an indant is ferene and calm. 

Aru Oh, my Cleanthes ! 4o but cad thy thoughts 
Back on the recent fkory of this night ; 
And thou with me wilt wonder, and confefs 
Thp gods are great and jufl, Well have .you mark*d|. 

* Ccleftial powers, your righteous deteftation 

* Of facrilege, of bafe and bloody treachery.* 
May this example guide ray futnre fway : 

Let honour, truth, and juftlce, crown my reign, •! 

Ne*cr let my kingiy word be given in vain, V 

But ever facred with my foes rem:ain. J 

Oq thefe foundations Ihall m^ empire iland^ V 

The gods ihall vindicate my jufi command, i 

And guard that power they trufted to my hand. J 

Ekd of tlie Fifth Act. - 







EPr. 



EPILOGUE. 



CrifE fpleen and njapours^ and this doleful pUy^ 

•^ Have mort'Md me to that height tO'day^ 

That I am almqft in the mortal mind^ 

To die indeed J and leave you all behind. 

Kno^jj then\ fince I refohuein peace to party 

I mean to leave to one alone my heart : 

(Lafi favours will admit of no tartage^ 

I bar alljharingy hut upon thejtage) 

To one viho can voith one alone he blejlj 

The peaceful monarch of afngle bfeajft t 

yj, fff^g — —Buty Oh ! how hard 'twill he to find 

That phoenix inyour fickle changing kind! 

Ne^v loves^ ne^ interefis^ and religions new^ 

Stillyoar fantafiic appetites purfue. 

Tour fickly fancies loath what you pojjefsy 

And every refiltfsfool would change his place. 

Some weary of their peace and quiet grown^ ' ^ 

}fant to he hoified up aloft ^ andjhewn ; > 

Whilftfrom the ewvyy height^ the wife get fafe^ down, i 

Wefindyour wavering temper to our cofi^ 

Since all our pains and care to pleafe is lofi. 

Mufic in vainfupports with friend^ aid 

Herfifierpoetr^s declining head: 

Shew hut a mimic ape^ or French huffoon^ 

Tou to the other houfe injhoak are gone ^ 

And leave us here to tune our crowds alone* 

Mufi Shakcfpeare^ Fletcher^ and laborious Beik 

Be left for Scaramouch and Harkquin t 

Allow you are inconftant^yet 'tisfirangCy 

Forfenfeisfiillthefame^ and ne*er can changim^ 

it* 



V 



EPILOGUE. 

Tetem*n in that you vary as the refty 
And every di^ new notions areprojfyi. 
Nqy^ there* s a * wit has found ^ as am toU^ 
New ways to heaven^ dej^airing of the old: 
Hefwears he^llj^oil the clerk andfextofCs trade ^ 
Bells Jball no more he rung^ nor graves he made : 
The hearfe and fix no longer he infajhion^ 
Since all the the faithful may expcH tranjlaiion^ 
What think you of the projeH f Fmfor tryipg^ 
ril lay afide thefefoolijh thoughts of dying ; 
Freferve myjfouth andmgourfor thejlage^ 
Aad be tranjlated in a good old age. 



AfgiU, 
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TO TH& RIGHT HOKOURABUS 

G E O r" G Ey 

EARL 6F 
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Vifcount SuNBURY, and Baron of Halifax ; 
Firft Lord Conuniffioncr of Trade and HantR'T 
tions, and one of his Majefty's Moft Honourable 
Privy-CounciU 



MtLord, 

IN whatever light I confider inyfelf, whether as an 
Eogliifaman, a merchant, or a poet, I would wiUiaglj 
Mieve that an aiddrefs of this fort to your Lordihip, hat 
the iaodion of a peculiar propriety. 

Asan£nglifhman,<and a lover of my countryV^whei^ 
could I ftid a more amiable patron ? For, on your Lord** 
fcip'a TCry entraace into public life, the early promif«&- 
jw gaTc of a fteady zeal and di(interefied virtue, infpirfd 
I general hope, an unbounded eileem,. among all ranks of 
pebple. And time (the maturer of all things) ripening^ 
your glory with 3rour years, hath made your Lordihipan 
allowed ornament to iodety, and a bleffing to youf coun- 
ty. Give me leave particularly to congratulate you, my 
Wd,on the enjoyment of one happinefs, often wanting to 
the heil of men, which is an univerfal gobd report. For 
Wever licentious the voice of dander is grown, efpeciaily 
with refped to perfons of eminent chamber, no ihaft of 
isalice hath ever been aimed at your Lordihip : a (kriking- 
pioof that your worth has either preyenficd even the worft 
A a .of 
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of men from becoming your foes, or convinced them that 
the worft of all pradhces would be impotently exerted 
^ainfl you. 

As a merchant, I naturally look for countenance to 
that honourable board, at which your LordAip, with fuch 
dlilinguiflied goodaefs andabilities, prefides : honqurable 
it is in-thc ftrongeft fenfe, as being (by mean!!} pf your 
Lordfhip's diredtion) the tnoH ufeful board to the public. 
Trade is the acknowledged fource of national wealth ; and 
induflry, the beft nurfe of virtue. By thefe Britain is 
become mighty ; and confequently to her, above all the 
kingdoms upon earthy the care and culture of comaierce 
is of the laft importance, as the only means that can gfcve 
power and fplendor to her throce, and plenty ^d happi- 
jjefs to her people^ It is, therefore, with fiagular fati«r 
t^ion that all good men behold in an employment of 
fucH extenBve conCequence, a perfon of your Lordflup's 
iliining abilities, application and integrity* iU an inxe- 
rciling proof of wnat thofe qualities give us room to ex- 
pert, give me leave to congratulate vour LordAipiandthc 
public, on the happy profecution or that wife fcheme (o 
fleadily purfued by your Lordihip ; I mean the eftablifli- 
uicnt of a civil government in Nova Scotia. An' uiwier- 
ttikiag,-whicb, ifw^ll acoompltiheS, miifi he.ptoidOi^ 
of great and numberlefs bleffings ; aad as a truly patriot 
work, will heighten the reverence dueirom the pi^iiC 
age to your Lordlhip^ and make your memory precioui 
ailated.poilerity. 

As a poet, I muft naturally afpine to the h^aour of ad' 
dreffing your liOdrdfbip in this public maoDer^ not only a&| 
you are the inhej^itor of his titles who was the great Mr- \ 
cenas of the laft age, but alfo fDomfironger.inducemfiDti; I 
for, befides the very high refped that all.mcn boar towank I 
your Lord(hipf I have idrdby tht boaour of intiodudBg] 
to you a hero of your own illuftriout family ; ray brave I 
Earl of Saliibury (whom I have endeavour^ firongly toJ 
mark with that rough jgreatnefs which fo gioriouily oiilifl-il 
guiilied our old patricians) was a noble Moiit)B||ue! av 
name, that, firom the Conqueft, filb our annals with the 
moft (hinii^x:hara£ken of judges, warriors, fiaitefmsB and; 
patriots, patrons and proteflbrs of all fublime ictenccSf 
protestors and dUSQimgen of every ufeftii an ! Yet, 
^ eminent. 
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eminent and dignified through a long fbcceilion of age* 
IS your anceftors have been, I fiiould fear to point at the 
Ktiofped, if I was not convinced, that neither their vicea 
could kQcA ihame, nor their virtues reproach to your 
Lordfliip. . 

Accept, my Lord, in token of a (incere veneration, 
this humble tribute of an honefl heart : I have delivered 
ffiy fentiments (fuch as they are) with an entire negle^ of 
vt, for truth requires none, and Providence has placed 
Bteinare^onfo distant finom your Lordfhip, that I can- 
Aot| I think, be fufpeded of complimenting for &vour. 
Pftilitute praifes are juftly defpicable;vthey can delight 
Boae but the weakeil, and be offered by ^ne but the bafeil 
of mankind. But our (incere and juft a6cnowlec%ments 
forbleffings received, our candid and impartial tcftimonies 
inbehalf of real worth and goodnefs, may, and ought to 
be, acceptable to noble minds ; imce fuch tribute (we are 
told) is gratefol even to Heaven itfelf. 

May your Lordihip's life be long and happy^ and alt 
your undertakings crowned with fuccefs* And (as the 
i>eft external bleffing I can wilh you on earth) may your 
country's affection keep pace with your raeriis ; and 
tongues and pens, diiintereued as mine, be never wantino^ 
to celebrate your praife. iam^ 

My Lord, ^ ^ 

Your LordfliiplB fincerety devoted, 

LfficfTy Aft d moft obedient h umble fervant, 
I^ov, loth, 

' ^* WILLIAM SHIRLEY, 
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PROLOGUE^ 

Cp HE fons of genius fearchy thro* e*v*ry age^ 

For proper heroes to adorn the Jiage ; 
Here Greeks and Romams rife- again io *view^. 
Again fight Bravely ^ and their fame rene^%. 
lie great^unJhakenCato here you. feei 
And Cafar falls for Englljh liberty. 
No Jiandard nfirtue ripened yet on earth j 
But you behold it in a fecond birth ; 
To firike^ ifftprefsy impel the vigorous mindj 
And give ye all the boafts of all mankind* 

Such Jpurs to gl&ryj if they glojy raijoy 
Deferve prote^ion^-^nay, demand your praifi^^ 

Our bard to-night no' d&ubtful'Jhry brings ;. 
Of native^ genuine Exglifh feats he ftngs : 
Here nofalff varnijh glitters to ftirpttfe^ 
But juft htftoric truths in order rife ; 
Andfure Syat tale muft hopve for Britons charms^ 
"That Jbews you Franct fubdwdby Britijh arms ; 
Our lions traverfing thtif ravaged plains^ 
Their armies broken^ and-their king in chains* 

Our poety fir^dfy England* s ancient fame J 
(And butiiby aiming at great Shake/fearers flame !) 
On candour^ sjudgmentijitds his hopes^repofe^ 
Alike difdaining partial friends and foes* 
If bis warm glow excites a patriot'Zcal^ 
J^fiomyour eyes foft drops of pity fteal ; 
if fears J hopes^ forrowSy rife with *uaty*d art^ 
And by the hand of natO^ touch theheart^ 
There let him reign-^e there hispow^r confefid^ 
And generous juices will o*erldok the reflm 

With the htOnane and the exalted mind^. 
The tA/tnt and the dead indulgence find: 
Knew tben^ a parent breathing foreign air^ 
This night commits his darling to yiur care ;, 
lHo foHion^s formed to proftitute appiaufcy 
Ih art^ no inirefi^ to fuppoYt his caufe : 
The public honour *tis his pride to trufi^ 
-Ww can he think\y our voice will be unjufi^ 
Atienti've hear^ unprejudiced explore^ 
4jtd Judge like Engl{/bmen'^be ajks no moru 
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SCENE, the Prinee vf Wakfi'j TWtf . 

Prince Edwstrd di/co^ered featfd; Warwrick, SaUj(burjr,5^ 
. hyi^\tyi\Q\\Ari^o%y and others ft Ondzng. 

MY Lords, I Anninon'd y^ m haile to council | . 
Intelligciice k brought me, that oitrfitos 
Have levied, to oppofe U8,fuchaili9eiigth 
As. almoft ftaggen cvedibiUt)^ ! 
What*8 to be doac } To tarry longer here. 
And brave their fiiry ia the heart of France^ «♦ 

Would be a:m(hfte£B that may hazard all. 
Confider therefore well, my feUow-wanriors, 
And aid my judgment with your good advice* 
Speak, Warwick, your opinion* 

War. Royal 6ir, 
It is formarchkig back, with fpeed, to Bourdeaux : 
Our little army, harr^'dwith fatigue, 
And heavy laden with thefpoilB of war^ 
Should, like the careful bees, ere fbrms overtake tis. 
Secure our tvc^iCures, and pnspare for i^. 
Havock has wantfrn'^ki our4ai;d caoif aign,- 

And 
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And manly daring won increafe of glory : 

Then let not now prefumpcion madly xUk 

ReprifalB from fuch force. Be timely prudent ; 

The voice of Wifdom urges our retreat, 

Ob^ it, and be happy. 
yfuj. Shameful thought ! 

What, fpirit dailards by inglorious flight P 

No, never let it, mighty Prince, be faid, 
. That we, who two fucceeding fummers chac'd 

From (hore to fhore of their extenfive realm 

Collected armies, doubling each our own, 

Should here at length difcover abject fear. 

And fkutk for coward fafety. What are numbers f 

Let all their kingdom's millions arm at once, 

And crowding, cluilVing, cram the.field of fight. 

Such timid throngs, with multiply*d dtfmay. 

Would make confufion do the caft of valour. 

And work out their deflru£don. 
Sal. Audley's thoughts 

Accord with mine— While Salifbury has breath. 

His tongue ihall hurl defiance at their force. 

Remember, Princely £dward, CreiTy's field ; 

Remember evVy battle we have fought ; 

How much out-counted, yet how greatly vlftors ! 

Loud were the calls that broke our fteep of peace. 

And bade us roufe and buckle on our arms : 

A throne. ufurp*d, your royal father's right ; ' 

^ A violated truce, a vile attempt 

To filch away the fruits of pamfi|l conqueft. 

By bafely bribing fervants from their duty. 

^nUults fo infamous, fuch rank difhonour, 

At lafl awoke our monarch's hi|;h refentment : . 

Oh, give it glorious fcope ! unhmge, deftroy 

Their very power of doing future wroi^ ; 

So fiiall the refbu'd world pour forth its blefiiags, 
;And kings and kingdoms thank our arm for fafety. 
Cband. If Chandos gives his voice for our retreat, 

'Tis not from coward motives : all can witnefs, 

I have met danger with as firm a fpirit 

As any in our hofi. But as fuccefs 

Hath crown'd our arms with ample fpoils and glory, 

Why, when the feafon is fo bx advanc*d, 

(Hopeleft 
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<Hopeleis of profit) fliould we longer flay, 
%j toothing pride, to brave adrerfity ? 
Confider, gracious Prince, and jou, my Lords, 
Wlwt difficulties clog a winter march 
' In boflile countries ; parties harraffing, 
And want of all convenience and fupplies. 
1 do Confefs, the wrongs that urg^d us hither 
Were fuch as merited fevere revenge : 
And vengeance we have had. Their burning towns 
Have lighted us on many a midhlght march. 
While £rieks, and groans, and yellings echoM round. 
Fear and Confudon were our harbingers. 
And Death and Defolation our attendants. 

• Such have thdr fuffYings been thro* twocampaigiw, 

* And that a third may rife with added horrors, 
' And carry Indignation to his goal,* 

Now homeward let us look, and wifely there 
Recruit, in time, cfur vigour and our numbers ; 
Thence, with the chearful fpring to ilTue forth, 
Again to labour in the field of fame. 

Prince. True wifdom, Chandos, dictates to your tongue. 
And modeft, manly eloquence adorns it. 
My Lords of Saliibury, and Audley, you. 
Who cheriih truth and candour in your minds, 
Muil yield to arguments fo clear and drong. 
Believe me, friends and brothers of the war, 
A momentary ruin may involve us : 
Such mighty hofts are rais'd, and now in motion^ 
As well will talk our utmofl fkill to 'fcape. 
Upon the plains of Poi^ers are encamp'd, 
Th' eztenfiv^ plains that our retreat muft ikirt, 
An army double ours. 

AuJ. Andfliallwepafs. 
Co tamely by, and give them caufe for vaunting 
That £ngliihmeh avoided once a battle ? 
No, never let us merit fuch a ftain ; 
But boldly feek them, dare their double numbers, 
And drive them, if a combat they decline. 
To flap and wanton at a fafer diftance. 

Sid. Give us, my Prince, the pleafure but to fpring ' 
This gaudy flight of prating popinjays. 
And wr'il retire contented. 



Chand. Ther^ my voiqe . ; . , 
Shall join ^e, Horda : to iforce them f^o^l their home .f 
At fuch a juadure wiUbe donblr gjoj^ious ! J 

Or Qiould they venture battle, their difcomSc 
Will render our retreat to Bourdeaux fafe, 
And end our labours with a noble triumph* 

Frince. Then b^ it fo; for Poiftiers we'U prepare. - 

Give inftaBt orders^ gobdmy L(»'ds, for marching: 
To-morrow*^ fun fhallfee us face our (o^. 

* Th?ere,,if;they wait our coming, we^once moT<5 

* Will drefs contention in her goi'gpn horrors, 

* Drive fear and ilaughcer thro* tl^ir fhudd'ring ranks, 

' Stalk o'er their mangled heaps, and, batbM in blood, . 

* Seize with red hands the wreath of vidlory I* , 
Here break we off; ga each wjiere duty calls. , 

\JExeunt Lordsm 
Now for an office is moft grateful to me. 
Who waits ? — Let Arnold know that I expe6t him. 

[^A Gentleman appears ^ and retires agalUf 

?ow poor the pomps and trophies of the field, 
he blaze of fplendor, or th^t bubble, praife. 
Compared with what the fympathifing heart 
Feels from a i^'rous a^tioa ! 

Enur Arnold.. 
Welcome, Arnold, ^ 

I ne*er behold thy feqe, but pleafure fprings/ 
From the remem^ninceof thofefprightly days. 
Which led thro' early youth our happy friendfliip. 
Thou wert my brother then; famtli^vieafe 
SeafonM our fports, and doubled each delight. 
Thither my foul, from ceremonious pomp^ 
* And all the^heayy toils of high command^! 
Oft backward looks, with wi(h^ to renew 
Thofe lively tranffKurs, unallay'd by care^ 
Our boundlefs happine(s,.our burfU of joy ! 

Am. So hpao»rM« gracious Prince, as I haTC.becn>. 
From humble fortune rai^'drta eavy'd g|ieatneffi, . 
And flill with evVv g^occieach ^ft.made preciou$* 
Oh, what ape) wor(» in purcmnt of: fach, bleilings ! 
What ev'n my life, were Jife.itfelf laid;down[ 
la gratitude ^r fuch tranfceadeatgpodRe(3 ! 

^ P'riftcu 
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Prince. If there's a tnniport toiv'ring to divine } 

, in atonement for its load of cares, 

ne vafl enjoyment is the gift of greatnefs, 

js that we -can beftow where merit <:laim8, 

And with our favours chear or charm the foul/ 

bine is idie vacant military poft, 

)r MouDtford*s death reverted to my gift; 

Dd keep thy office in my houfhok! flilT; 

mvSi not lofe the fervant In the foldier. 

: henceforth both, »)d whatis morei my friend* 

Arn. Howihalll praifc 

Frhce.^ Arnold, I merit none, 
'thou hadl kindnef^ -done* thee, I have jHeafure* 
liere is no joy a genVous mind can know, 
fikc that of giving virtue its reward t 
or ought fuck payment be efleem'd a bounty-; 
or to deferve and gii^isequal favour, 
ut let me aik thee of thy beauteous charges 
low has the noble Mariana borne 
'aptive calamity f 

Jm^ Witli refignation 
irorth)r her birth and<Iignity of fpirit i 
orgetting her misfortunes, all her tal]c 
'urns on the topic of your kind protection. 

Prince. Let it extend to all that can relieve 
'be mind from harlli reflexions on her ftate. 
Vc're now preparing for the plains of Poidtiers: 
Accommodate her on the wearying way 
Vith thy beftcare. Rememhier 1 recjueft it, [,£*//» 

Arn. Rely, my royal maft or, on my duty,- 
^eedlefs injun^ion! Mariana's charms 
lave giv^n her here fuch abfolute command, 
4y very foul, my ev'ry pow^r, is her's. 
tut the cold maid, ivhene*er I plead my paiHon, 
'hills me with fighs, and flifles all my flame * 
)f love with breaming tears. Benignant Heav'n ! 
(leis'd as I am with royal Edward*? favour^ 
idd Mariana's charms-^nd all beyond, 

~ t inad ambition , grapple for, ana gain, {E^it, 
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SCENE changes f the French Camp, 

Enter Charney and the Archhtjbop of Sens. 
Char, My Lord of" Sens, I gladly give your Grace 
A joyful welcome to the plains of Poidlers.' 
You conic tlie happy harbinger of comfort, 
Recuruing to ojd Chun)ey'« woe-worn mind. 
The King's apprqach revives my drooping fpirits, 
It feeds the dying lamp of life with hope 
That I (hiill live to riot in revenge. 
Thofe Engliflilocufts, who devour our wealth, 
Who fpoil and (laughter with fo wild a fury, 
Grant, yegoodPow^s, thefe eyes may fee deftroy'd, 
And I (halT die contented ! 

Sem. E^'ry t6ngue 
Joins that petition. Your misfortunes, Lord^ 

Moft nearly tooch the King. 
Cfjar, Oh,.they are great! 

The pride of ancient lineage treafur'd up, 

Trophies of war and ornaments of pomp, 

Thefe won by valour, thofe with honour worn. 

Favours of monarchs, and the gifts of Heav'n, 

The relics of a glorious anccih-y, 

Arc, with the manfion of my great forefathers, 

A heap of aflies now !r— A wide-fpread ruin. - 

My age's blefling too, an only daughter, 

Torn froip her home to hard captivity. 

The prey, the vidim of a fell revenge I 

Oh, matchlefs mifery ! Oh, Mariana ! 

' Sens^ Yx)ur forrows have been wept by ev'ry eye ; 

And all have wonder'd whatfhould mark you out 

For fuch peculiar vengeance. 
Char, Nothing but 

The fervice done our mafter, when I brib'd 

Their gpvernor to give up Calais to us ; 

Who, like a villain, broke his plighted -faith. 

And facrific'd the gallant troops I led 

To Edward's fury : llaughter'd all, or tal&en, . 

I was amongft the train who gracM his triumph. 

There the proud King infultedme with taunts; 

He caU'd our undertaking vile and bafe ; 

With bw'ring brow aud bitteraeft of fpecch, 

Adding, 
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Adding, lie liop'd the fortune of his arms 

Would give him to reward my treachery. 

The father's wiChcs hath the fon accomplifhM ; 

For which» may all the rage of ev'ry curfe, 

Flames, famines, pcftilenccs, flaughters, join 

To root froin nature the deteikd race I [ Athen?. 

Seni. Grant it, good Heav'n ! But fee, the Duke of 

Enter Aihens. 

Cbar. Lord Conftable, mod welcome to my arms. 

At/?. I ikank you, noble Charnry. 

C^ar. Are the train 
Of royal warriors. Sir, arrived ? ^ 

A/j» They are. 

Char. Oh,, joyful tidings! Sir, another hour 
Shall fpeak at large my pleafure to behold you : 
The prefcnt claims my duty to the King. [Exlf, 

Aih. ^ty Lord of Sens, thefe fecret marches made 
From differcni: pans by our divided hoft. 
May fteal us on our unprepared foes, 
And give our anbs, at length, an ample vengeance. 

Sens, I greatly hope it. As I think, to-morrow> 
Or I miftook the King, they'll all be here. 

-rf/i&j With early day, the inftant we arriv'd, 
A numerous party, led by Ribemont, , . . 
Came up and join'd us. Thofe the Dauphin brings, 
Our laft divifioo, are to march by nigbt ; 
We may expcd them with to-morrow's dawn» 

Sens. See ! Ribemont is here. 

£«itfr Ribemont. . ' 

Rih. Why, this looks well— — 
Here's buftle, ejcpedition t— once again ' 
We fhine in. arms, and wear a face oT war. 

Sens, Oh, may thev never be again laid down* 
Till England is repaid with all the placjues 
Her fons hare brought on Fraiwre \ My eager foul^ 
As docs the fever'd lip for rooifture, longs 
To fee deftru6tion overwhelm that people; 

Rih. Indulge no guilty hatred, revVend Lord; • 

For fair report, and, let me add, experience, 
Mdure them lovely to impartial judgmenC. , ^ 
The world allows they're valiant, gen'rous, wife, 
Endowed with allthat dignifies our nature •$ 

B a While, 
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While, for their monarch— *we' 11 appeal to fii^^ 
And fure they fpeak htm wonderful iadeed ! 

* Did not .Germania's ermtn'd princes meet^ 

* And, as the moft renowned* the firftof men^ 

* Elc6t great £dward to imperial fway ? 

* While he, fublime in ever-confcious glory^ 

* Difdaining rule but on his native throne, 

* Saw fovereigns offer vailalage in vain. 

* Then, to his court, from ev*ry peopled realm^^ 

* £v'n from our own did not the fam'd in arms^ 

* The harnefs'd knights repair to fill his lifts 

* To take his judgment ia all martial (Irife ? 

* Submitting int'refl, honour, all was preceiouS) 

* And ev'n beyond appeal, owning his voice, 

* Like that of Heav'n, incapable of error.* 
Sens. It grates my foul to hear a Frenchman talk 

Ot greater' glories than he finds at home. ' 

Is not this monarch you would make a god. 
Our matter's enemy, our country's foe ^ 

Rih, A foe lie is, but heV a noble foe ! 
I know hie worth, and therefore will I fpeak iu 
At our attack of Calais, *twas my fertuae 
To meet in fight Uib Third King Edward's ftrord : 
I found him all that heathens held their gods. 
Artful and mighty ! (pardon the proud vaunt) 
Too much for me to conquer. Long we ftood| 
Buckler to buckler, clafhing fteei to fleel^ 
Till, by fuperior foldierlhip overcome, 
I yielded to a monarch. But fo well, 
With hardy vigour, I fckftain'd the combat, 
That freedom, ranfomlefs, was my reward. 
The royal vi£tor, when he bade me ^9 
Took from his brow this firing of orient wealthy 
Around my temples twin*d the glittering wreath^ 
And cry'd^^Shine there, my token of applauie, 
, Oh, if his valour wing'd amazement bigh. 
Where was tts flight, when his heroic loul, 
forgetting that my fword had aam'd his ilaughter^ 
0*etlook'd all low regards, all partial ties, 
And gave a vanqui(h'd enemy renown ? 

Sens. Detelied boaft !^^Ambition*s taint, my Lorif, 
So warpSffo biiifes the foldier'y judgment—-* 
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Rih, Ha, biafes ! — I telf thee, pnefV, ambition—— 
When was it wanting in a churchmarf's foul ? 
More odious there, and more pernicious far. 
Than when it fire» the warrior's breaft to glory. 
But, down, my rage— Vour office (liould be peaceful— 

Your habits iacred^ Let yourfpeech be fuittd. 

Sens. Reproving Sir, you think you rail fecure, 
And fo fecure remain ; . howe'cr, your caufe 
Might bring ev'n your allegiance into quellion. 

Kik Sa'.d'ft thou allegiance ? — ^What a vile refort I 
And would thy jaundiced malice ilain my fame ? 
Bat loyalty, long proved, dares bid defiance 
Td-all the bife perverfioaof thy tongue. 
I praife my foea, becaufe they merit praife r 
rUpraife them to the iCing, and after fight them. 
My foul difdains fuch narrow -hearted- fpleen. 
As owns no excellence beyond a tribe. 
Or hates^ from eavy, aliToperidr merit.. 

Atb, Forbear, my L»ord ; confidcr you're cnrag'd 
With one whole fuhi6tiion does forbid revenge. 

Rik Why^does the mcddlmg priefl provoke refentm^nt.^ 
Let him obey that fundion ; preach repentance 
To money- fcraping mifers, fordid: flaves,. 
The cringing minioils of corrupted> courts. 
The dregp of ftews- and' tyrants of the gown :; 
There let his s^eal be vehement and loud ; 
But not come here to fap the foldier's honour^ 
And teach inglorious leflbns in. a camp. {^Exif*. 

Ath. Forgive him, good my Lord ; brave Ribemont 
Is all the warrior, hold above redraint ; 4 

Of nature noblp, but uopoliihM manners.. ■ . 
&«i. rdo forgive him — Yet a time may com^— \Aful\ 
^^. Sir, go weto the prefence ^ 
&«j. I attend you.. 

Ath^ There grant, yepow*rs, ourcounfds may.procurc 
Thifr kingdom's fafety, and its peace infure : 
la one bra«ve a£):ioti may our arms fucceed, 
And in their turn the d[aring £ngli(h bleed. \Ekcunt9; 

2nd of the First Act. 

B?x ACT 
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A C T 11. 

SCENE, the EngJi/h Cmmp. 
Enier SalKbury ami Chandosy meetings 

Cbandos. 

GOOD- morrow, Salifbuiy, yonrifingfun, 
As was your wi(h, beholdb us here enoamp'd 
Upoii the plains of Poitiers. 

Sal Noble Chandosj 
It was my wifh ; a wifh for England's honour* 
To Frenchmen, whom fo much we've awM aiKlhumbled» 
Methtnks I would not give the leaft pretence 
For arrogance and boaffing* 

Enter Warwick. 

War^ Valiant lords, 
Wild con{!ernation reigns ! Our fcouts have bn»^|;hl^ 
intelligence the enemy furroundf ua ! 
By fucUen, fccret marches, they hare drawn 
Tiieir troops from ev*ry fertile proTince hither^ 
And cut off our retreat. 

Sal. Why then we*U fight them. 

War. Moil fatal was our yefterday's advice, 
But 'tis his highnefs' will we fttaightto counfei $ 
Hade, good my Lords, for on a (ingle hour^ 
Perhaps a minute, now our fate depends. 

Sak Pll not believe the French wilt dare attack ut , * 
How great ibe'er their numbers. But with words 
We will net wafte the time that may be precious ; 
Then to the princess tent, my Lords, away. {Exemat^ 

SCENE changes ta afrwate Tern. 

Enter Arnold, leading Mariana. 

Am* Now, lovely captive, wilt thou doubly triumph 1 
The happier caufe of France at length prevails^ 
And we are all undone. 

Mar. What mean you, Arnold ? 

Am. Encircled here by thy whole country's force> 
Unable to fii^in their fierce alTault, 
And tfl retreat cut off, we havenoproipeft 
But that of total ilaughter. 
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Mar. Hear me, Heav'nl 
Whoofi haft witnefs'd to the iil«nt tears, 
StreamM down, in gratitude for genVous treatment ; 
Nowwitnefa (fpiteof all my country fufters) 
That thcfe defccnd in pity for my foes. 

Am, The fatal accident again reftore^ thee 
To liberty, and fafisty, while from mc 
1c cuts away all hopes of happinefs^ 
I wifl) not to outliif^the bloody. h»ur 
Muft give thee to thy fatjier, w^ofe abhorrence , 
Of all.that*8 Engliifa foon will interpofe,. 
And plunge vey foul for ever, in defpair* 
Let then thy fancy image what I feel V ■ ■> 
Grief chokes the very. paHages of vent— 
And I want utterance for— — 

Mar. There is no need. 
I know thy l^eart^^ know all its tender feelings^ 
Know wliat fad tumuHs doubtaand fears create^ 

* Whofe mingling agonies,, in wounded mlnd«« 

* Sharpen a- torture poignant ev*n to madnefs/ 
If to thy eloquence of words and look&, 

My virgin modeify and captive ftate 

Have hitherto forbid my tongue to anfwer,. 

Yet fure vy eyes have told xny heart was thine* > 

Bat Dov^ away with, fears and forms ■; diftrefa 

Sears me above rellra'mt, and I will own 

To heav'n, to earth, to thee, my father, countrv. 

That Arnold is moft dear, mod predous to me ! 

Am. Hold, my tran (ported heart l<^Tbou heav^aly- 
maid— — 
What raptures ruih at that enchanting found I— — • 
Happy as I am now, dtftru^ion, come, 
O'erwhelm me in this moment of my blifs ; 
Ne'er let me pine in hopelefi anguiih more^ 
But (Ke tluis dafp^in Mariana's arms. 

Mar. And will our fiite— ^ill cruel fate divide us ? 

Am^ Ob, do not name it ! With the ytty thought 
Frenzy aiiaults me. No, we mufl not,, cannot^ 
Will not be parted— No— -• 

Mar. Alas ! I fear 
The choice wiU not bp our«, A £atlier*l pow'r, 
If Frtaoe prevailsi for ever tears tbee^/r^ini m^ 

And 
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And muft they conquer ? — Oh, I find, I feel, . 
I've loft already all regard for France: i 

England*^ my country^ any coifntry's mme ! 

That gives me btit my fafety and my love ■ 
Intbrm nie — tell me — is there no eicaping ? ! 

Am. Thou wilt need none. Fok me and for the reft', I 
We have, alas ! no profpecSb but of — - 

Mar, Stop ! 
Nor dare inflame a. \y Hd imagination-, 
Left madncrsfbllow ! *midft relentleft foes, 
Methinks I fee thee fall ! Behold ihem ftrike ! — 
I hear thy groans ! I fee thy guihing blood! 
• Thy writhing body trampled in the duft V '. 

Oh, fave me from the horror ! Let us fly ! ■■■■ j 

Let us away this moment ! — Let us — - ; 

Arn. Whither? 3 

Where canwe fly I All hope of flight i» loft^r i 

There is no poiEbility— — • - 

Mar, There ij, -* - • 

Let us, while yet occafion wilt permit^ 
Fly to my father. • 

Arn^ Father! 
Mar, He'll protect usi 

Arn, Prbteft us \ — Drrc protc^fion !:— at the tbouglir 
My blood runs chilli andhbrror quite unmans me. 
]\iar. Think oh the dangers that you bravei)y flaying*. 

* -4r«%' Think, rather, -on the hell that Tfliould merit 

* By fuch defertion—— dire ahd -damning guilt ! 

• How dreadfully it fhakes me l^— 

* Mar, Doft thou tremble ? * • | 

• Theitwhatfliould I, a helplefs woman, do?' - 

* Imagine that ! and if tkbu art a iwan,. 

• Feel for whit r may fuff^r; - \ . 

* Arn. Suffer!— Thou ^ 

* Mar, Yes, Arnold,- I ! The woes that Imay fufRjrj. - 

* Amohgft thetJcadly d«4lings of the field; 

* Some well-aim 'd weapon*, tlirough a bleeding wound,-, 

* May ietthy (bul. at liberty forever : * ^ 
*^ While I (of mortals though th&moft undone)' 

• Wanting all means of honourable death, 

*^ Muft fuffer- woes beyond delcription dreadful. 

• What are my frtcnd*^. my father,' orimy country? 

Cold: 
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^ Cold arc the comfbm that they all can give, 

* When, thou, dear darling of my begirt, art IqR, , ' 
' Pleafurc and hope, and peace will perifti with thee, 

* And this forlorn, this joylefs bofotn, then 

* Become the dreary manfion of defpair. 

* Shall I not rave, blafpheme and rend my locks ? ^ 

* Devote the hour that gave me birth ? and curfe 

* The fun and time, 4he world, myfelf and thee ? 

* 'Till frenzy prompting, 'againft fome dungeon wall 

* I da(h my burning brains to finifh tortuie.' 

Jrn, Do not awake, thou lovely pleader, donor. 
Such tumult* wording thoughta within a mind 
On madnefs verging. 

Mar. Let us then away^ 

Jrn. Oh, not for worlds !— Not worlds ibould bribe 
me to it. 

Mar. And wilt thou urge thou lov'A me ? 

Anu MiQfe than life ! 

Mar. By Heaven, *m falfc ; the fpirit thatV withi» 
h not of worth to harbour aught fo «obIe« . [thecu 

Am. Will daring even to die conruice thee h 

Mar^ No: 
Death is a ppward*a refuge. Dare to live ;, 
Dare wretchedneft,— Reproadii— ^ 

Am. No more, no more— — . 
Tempt me no more in vai n 

Mar. Art thou fo fix'd ? — ^ 

Am* As fate 

Mar^ I've done* 

Am. Th,en why that vxgry look ^— — 

Mar. It is a curfe entait'd u|>on, the fex. 
To have our ^unfel fcom*d, or love defpisM^ 
Go to thy ruin— '—tO' my mux go— 
I ^ve thee up— and all my hopes for ever. 

* Am. Why wilt thou blaA me with that baleful de« f 
^ ^ach tender tea;i'thar falls in forrow from thee^ 
*- (Like melted or^ fail dropping pn my heart][ 

* Drives li|eb<&for;e it wiitK excefs of pain,^ \. 

' Come, fticndly ila^ghter, now my onjy hope^ . . '^ • 

* Free me From fufferings not to be endur'd, . . * 
' Mar. Wh&t ! In the hour of trial wxMild'il thou 

< Steal to ifaq Oieltor of a, tnnQl^i^ ST^vq^. . j;ibrink ! 

^ * Anit 
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* And leave me on the rack of dire defpair ? 

* Is this a proof of that fupcrior fpirit 

* AiTerted by the lordly boafter, man ? 

* Oh, ftiame upon thee — — 

* Am, Hear me 

* Mar, Not I he winds, 

* That hang the .curling billows in the clouds—' 

* Arc more impetuous than the rage of fcora 

* That rifes in my bofom !* 
Arn. Let but reafon 

Weij^h the dire confcquence of fuch a flight^ 

Mar, The confeqrjencc ! Why, what do you forfakc 
But certain ilaughter ? 

. Arn. Horrid, — damning thought ! 

Mar, I hop'd my rifking wretchedncfs for loyc> 
Would hnve provuk'd fome emulation — 

Arn, Oh 1 * 

Mar^ But thou art poor, the hero of pretence ; - 
And therefore thus — for ever — ^ • 

Am, Take me, lead - 

No, ftop!—— it furely was fome Siren's voice 

Would lure me to deftru<ftion — Offl-ftand-bff !~ • 

Thou ! thou art fhe that would enfnare my foul^ 

Ruin my peace, and" facrifice my fame. ♦• 

But timely be advis'd : forbear to urge 

A deed that all the earth would fcorn me for, 

All hell want plagues to punifh; 

Mctr. Be undone 

Am, Undone I am, whatever courfe I take ■■ ■ 
Dreadful alternative ! Defpair, or death, 
Or everlaftii^g fliame F-— 

Mar, I did not paitfe : 
I chofc, for Arnold'ij love to hazard al! : 
To fuflfer, if nriis fortune were our lot, 
And never once reproach him or repine • 
But he rejects fuch truth, fuch tendcmefs— 

Arn, Oh, hear me, help rae, favc nte, fecitdpow^rs* 
• Mar, Deferts a woman in adverfity *" 

* And leeks, in death, a refcue ^om the woos 

• Her fortitude encounters. - 
•^ Am, *ri« too much, 

*^ fc tcaa m/ brain f-«my bafonr !-^Oh l*^' 

Mar*. 
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Mar, ThouVt pa!c I ■ « 

Jrn. Dizzy and fick— the obje£ls fwrim before me ; 
^cach out thy hand to fave me ere I fink : 
Oh, what a deprivation of all powVs ! 
Lead me to.my-^ent— i beg thee lead— — 

* Mar. I win. 

• Lean fearlefs on my arm, it can fuflain thee/ 

Jrtt, Oh, boailed manhood— how I feel thy weaknefs. 
f • . • • - - [^Exeunt* 

The SCENE opening ^ difcovtrs a magnificent paviihn^ in 
ivhlcb King John appears /eafcd in fiafe, Onfiooh^ ^p- 
/tfw him^ fit the IJauphin, Dnkes nf Berry, Anjou, 
Tourain and Orleans, Athens, Sens, Ribemont, Char- 
ney, Lords ^ Attendants andKjuards oHfiandingm 

King. At length, we've caught thefe lions in our toils, 
Thefe Engl lib fpoilers, who through all our realm 
Have mark'd iheir way with rapine, flames and (laughters : 
New, by my lacred diadem, .1 fwear, 
Beyond a conqueror's joy ray pleafure fU'clls, 
For that my foes have wrought their own confufion, 
And found misfortunes where they meant to deal them; 
VVhat fay you. Lords, muflfoftening pity-fway ? 
Or ftiall we glut our vengeance with their blood ? 

Char. Hieav'n gives them up the vidlms of your wrath ; 
Indulge it, then, to their dellrudion. Mercy 
Would mark your majefly the fuc of France. 
Your bleeding country cries for retribution : 
I join it, wiili a voice by woes enfeebled; 
Hear, feel and flrike in fuch a moving caufe^ 
Tl^e caufe -of wroiigs, of wounds, ot weeping age I 
T^e widow'd bride, thechildlefs father calls : 
' The helplefs, parentlefs, unflielterM babe ! 

• Matrons, bewailing their whoie race cut off; 

• And virgins pantinjg irotn the recent rape I' 
Oh, hear, rcdrefs,— revenge fis, royal Sir, 
For vengeance now is j^ your powV to grant. 

JSiih^ Anger and hatred are difgraceful motives, 
dalm dignity (hpuld evercounfel kings. 
And govern all their adions. When they flrike, 
It ne'er (hould be to gratify refentment. 
But. like the arm omnipotent of heaven, 

To 
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To further jufticc: to create an avre 
May terrify (torn evil :— better miod6«-» 
Re6tify and benefit fociety ! 

jiib. The nuncio, 
Who follow'd faflyour maje% to PoiifHcw, 
Hath Tent to claim an audience in behalf 
Of yon endanger*d EngliA, 

Sen. Do not hear him. 

King. Say, Lord Arcbbiftiqi, wherefore fliould we not f 

Sen. Knowmg your godlike aiod for^^tviiig nature, 
1 fear 'twill rob you of^rouch mscnlal glory : 
Elfe might your fame in arnw, for this day*« adion^ 
Kival the boafts of Macedon or Rome ! 
And fureyour valiant foidiers will re|>ine. 
To have the laurels, now fo near their grafp, 
*5natchM from their hopes for ever. 

RiL Abjed minion ! 
How ihamrful to that habit are fuch flatteries. [4riJet 

King. Yes, I well know my foidiers pant, impatient 
To feize this feeble quarry. But our loes^ 
i muft remind you, are fo clofe befct. 
That famine foon will throw them on your mercy, 
Princes and Lords, what caufe have we to-^ght ? 
Why fhould we wafle a drop of irallic blood, 
When conoueft may be ourson cheaper terms ? 

Dauph. but will itfuit the glory of your arms 
To wait their inclination to furrendcr ? 
Or ev*n to grant fuch parley, as might plume 
Their fkucy pride t' expc<St capitulation f 
Oh, no, my royal father, rufh at once. 
Overwhelm them, cruih them, finifti them by (laughter, 

RiK Think not, prince Dauphin, they'll e'er floop icft 
terms: 
Believe me, we have rather caufe to expert 
A fierce attack, to cut their palfage through, 
Or perilh in the attempt. I Know them well. 
In many a field have try'd their fheibborn fpirit ; 
Have won fome honour— by their king tho* vanq^uifliM: 
And when I ponder their intrepid courage, 
How much they dare to fuffer and attempt, 
I'm loft in wonder ! and no CreflTy need 
To make me tremble to provoke tlieir fiiiy. 



EDWARD THE BLACK PRINCE. 3 

Z)tf»/^ Your tongue, the herald of your vanity, 
IWcthinks, is loud in what were better loft 
I0 all remembrance — ii difgraceful tale. 
To boaft of honours from a vidtor's bounty, 
Is ftooping low— is taking abjed fame. 
If you have valour, giv€ it map4y fway, 
Biify your fword — but let your tongue be filent* 
liik My talent never 'twas to idly yauntr— 
Kin^. No mor«of this — prefumptiious Ribemont*^ 
Princes and Lords, we are yet ondetcrmia'd. 
IVe fent a {py, of known abilities, 
To find out the condition of our foes ^ 
From whofe report, in council, we'll refolve 
On meafupes that may promife moftfucaefe. 
Mfan time, do you inform the Nuncio, A then?,. 
His audience (liall be granted. Lords, lead, on : 
We'll 'nfiake our morniiig^sprogrefs through the camp. 

^ [^Extunt Kingy Prince^ iS^c* 

Rih. Whatboafts made I ?~ 
J told the truth, aj)d wherefore then this taunt? 
Shair.e on fuch modefty 1 The Kiog, juft now, 
Nice as he feems in breeding and in forms, 
Wirh patience heard a fapple, fawning priefl^^—i 
Strip HI the (lirines of fam'd antiquity, 
Ev*n make great Crefar and the fon of Philip 
Pvcfign their laurels, xo his nobler claim :" 

* Nay, though', him fparing, donbtlefs, that he left 

* Great Hercules and Jove imfpoilM to grace him ! 

* By my good fword, an. oath with foldiers facred,* 
By Heav'n, 'twou'd niake an honeft flomach heave 
Tq fte a throat, fo fq uea m i fli for another, 

Open and gulp a potion dowp, enough 
Topoifon half mankind. 

Aib. Brave Ribemont, 
The King's diftafte was that you prais'd his foej» 
To talk ot Crefly at>d of Edward's feats. 
Was to rentiod him of our crown's difgrace ; 
"^Twas to proclaim what we fhould wifii forgotteti, 
Ourflaughter'd armies, and our monarch's flight. 

Rih, What,, are our ears too delicate for truth ? 
If Englifh valour has difgrac'd our arms, 
Iflllcad of mean forgetting, we ftiould ilamp 

C The 
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The Imted image ftronger on our minds ; 
For ever mummr and for ever rage, 
Till thence erasM by nobler feats of ar/na. 
Such are my thoughts, and fuch my reColution t 
I (liare our country's fcandal, and would join 
My fvirord, my blood, to purg^ away the ibdn* 

Atb. Here, then, occafion meets that patriot «>wt(li | 
Here you may help to blanch our fuUyM glory. 

Rii. 1 differ, Athens, widely in opinion; 
The harveft is too thin, the field too bare 
To yield the reapers honour, * On my foul, 

* I pity the brave handful we encircle, 

* And tflmoflwiih myfelf an Engliihman 

* To Ihare a fate fo noble. , 
« jiib. Gallant ffnrit I* 

Rih. Would our exulting King acquire renown. 
Let him reduce Us numbers down to th«rs« 
Then fword to fword, and ihield to iiueld, oppofe^ 
In equal ftrife, thefe wond*rous Tons of war ; 
There conqueft would be elorious ! But, as now. 
With all our thoufands and ten thoufands join'd^ 
By Hes^ven ! *tis moft infamous to fight* 

At/?. I -muft away ; my duty calls me hence* 
I muft applaud this generous regard 
For a bnive people that have done you honour ; 
Convinc'd, whene'er you ftce thefe fearlefs foes, 
Youll fight them warmly as vou'vc pr«s* d ■ ■ 

Rih, f arcwel— 0« jwyy&«i, 
Ipify thi hrave handful wt extirde , 
jtaJ almo0 wijb ntiftlf an EngUJbmmi^ 
tojbare a faufo nfhU. [Exeunt fevenlly • 

- SCENE changet t0 the Engli/b Camp. 

Enter Audley ^w^/Chandos, meeting* 
Aud. YouVe well encounter'd, Chandos, whereas ths 

prince ? 
C&tfii. Diiefting the entrenchments : eY*ryda^ . 
His a^ve ardor leads htm to engrofs. 
Such heav'nly fortitude inflames his foul. 
That all beholders catch new courage from it^ 
And (lifle with adoniihment their fears ! 
From cool uarufBed thoughts his orders ifiue, 

WhiU 
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While with the meancft foldier he pansys 

In ev'ry toil ! iafpiring, by example, 

A glorious zeal and fpirit through the camp. 

AmJ. Yet feels (he, as the father of our hofty 
• For every man's misfortutie, but his own* 
Thrice have I feen him, in fucceffive rounds, 
Kindle new courage in each drooping heart. 
And drive all feAT, all diffidence, away^ 
Yet on the talk would tendcmefs intrude^ 
As dangers fiole and inagM on his nund : 
When, paufing, he would turn his head afid*, 
; Heave a fad figh, and-drop'a tender tear* 
EuUr Saliftury* 
Cbam^ Well, what fays Salifbury ? 
SaL Why, faith, but little: 
> It is yon Frenchmen's place to talk at prefent* 
Jud. How iland the troops ? 
Sul, Believe me, not fo firm, 
Bot our hght-footcMd enemies, it dezt'sous, 
May trip up all their heels. . 
Okm. True to his humour ! 
My good Lofd Salifbury will have his fjSat^ 
Howe*ejr affliflion wiingt. 

SaL And wherefore not ? 
Will burial faces buy tts our efcape ? 
;I wifh they would : then no Hibemiaa hag, , 
Whofe trade is fonbw, fliould out-fadden me* 
3ttt, as the bufinefs fhmds, to weep or laugh^ 
AHke is bootkfs; here is our dependence. 

\Toucbing InsfimrJL 
JmL What sre thdr numbers } 
Chdm. Full an hundred thottfand. 
Sal. Ours but feme eight :-*great odds, my friends! 
No matter ; 

The more will be our glory when we've beat them. 
. JW^. WhatfweHs^horhoflfomtghti]ly*s(rmSok!) 
The earls of Neydo, Saltfburg aitol Namu, 

r; j<nn*d their troops. The call of Douglas too 
:s them with three thoufand haidy Soots^ 
r old and fure allies. 
0». I liear the fame. 
C a ^ Sal. 
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' Sal. What! Scotchmen here ? whofe monarch is o&i 
pris'ncr. 

* j^u^i, Ta'en by a pried and woman ! at the head 

* Of fuch raw numbers as their halle,could g<ither, 

* When all OUT vct'nin warriors, with their kiirg, ^ 

* Were winning laurels on the fields of France. 

' C/jan. And hither now, perhaps, his fubjccts Come 

* To fight for captives to exchange againft him. 

* iSW. For captives 1 This poorcarcai'e they may get, 

* When 'ris fir booty for their kites and crows : 

* But whilethis tongue can fpeak, I'd root it out 

* Ere Scotor Frenthmanritftiould own mynvadcr.* 
C/ja/i. The prince approaches, Lords! 

£»ur Prince, Warwick, and jifUnJaMts^ 

Prince. Hah ! fuioil thoii, Warwick ! , 
Arnold gone over to the^foe ? 

lFa7\ He is. 
. A trufly fpy brought the intelligence. 
Who faw him entering the advcrfe camp, 
Leading his captive charge. 

Prince. Iinpoilible ! 

War, I've fearch'd his quarters fincc, myfclf, »iid thef« 
Nor he nor Mariana can be found. ^ • 

Prifice. What has a prince that can attra^ or bind 
The faith of friends, thegratitude of fervants ? 
Blulh, greatnefe," blufli ! Thy powV is all but poor, 
Tc/o impotent to bind one bofom to thee— — 
A blow like fhi? I-was not arm'd lameeo- > ■ ■ 
It pierces to my foul. • « 

: .SaL All-ri^hteou^ Heav*n, 
Reward the villain's guilt ?-^ Believe -not;. Prince, 
Throughout our hoft, another can be fou,nd 
1 hat worlds would buy to fuch a bafc revolt. 

Prince. I hope it, will believe it,' Saliibury. 
Yet muft lament that one Has prov'd fo worthlefs.— 
I lov'd him too !— But fince he«has forgot 
T e ties of dury, gratitude, andhonour, 
Let u» forget an Kivglffhct^an could break them, 
And'lofing his remen>brance, lofe rhe (hame. 
My Lords, I have difpatches in my hand, 
Advlfing that the nuncio-cardinai, ^ 

' ■ z Good 
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GoodPerigprt, is nowarrWM at Poi^rt^ 
And means to interpofe in our behidf. 

And. HU interpofiog is a generous office^ 
And I applaud it ; but, believe me. Prince, 
Our foes will rate tbeirmerc^ much too )iigb» 
Pdbope as loon a tiger, tafting blood,. '3^' 

CsB feel compaffion, and releale his prey, ^ ^^ 

As that a Freochmaik will forego advantage. 

Prince. I've by the meflenger that brought ny lettiss^ 
Sent him the terms on which 1 warrant treating. 
The fum is, my confent to render back 
The caftles, towns, and plunder #e have taken, 
&ce marching out of Bourdeaux t and to plighf 
MjT &ich, that I, for feven fuccee^ng yeart^ 
WiU wield no hoftile fword agiunll thetr crown, 
; M It is too much, my Prince, it is too much. 
Give o*er fuch traffic for mgtorious (afety. 
Or let us die, or conquer. 

Prime. SalMbury, 
Rely upon a prince and ibtdier's promife^ 
That caution Ihan't betiav us into meaaocfs. 
Reav'n knows, forme, lvalue life fo fittlei 
That I would fpend it as an idle breath, 
To ferve my king, ray country, nay, my frieni. ^ 

' To callsMe thefeour honour bids us anfwer^ 
* Where ev^ry hazard challenges renown.* 
*tt furc the voice of Heav'n and cry of Nature,, 
I Ate loud agaioft the facrifice of thouiands 
Jo giddy nOhoefs. Oh! refled, my friends, 
I have a douMe delegated truft, 
I Aod muft account to lieav'n and to my &tlier» 
f jw Ihres ignobfy fikv*d, or madly loll. 
rplPerigort ihaO: therefore bring their tenns^ 
Miend we all refolves, but thofe reeeb^ii r 
^rmination muft be expeditious r 
j^orknow our ftock of fGoces win barely reach 
To fiimilh out the prefent day's fubfiftence^ 

<AMd. If fo^ necefii^, the laft fad guUer 
w aH misfortune's children, will command* 

Chan. We-mufi fuHmit to what wifii Hsav*h decreea,^ 

Prinee^ Let that great duty but direft the mind«. 
m aeawiUjdl be happily refignni:; 

C i Ac. 
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Accept whatever the Almighty deigns to givcj 

And die contented, or contented live: 

Embrace the lot his Providence ordain?, . i 

It' deck'd with laurels, or deprefs'd with chains, 

Inur'd to labour, of indulg'd with reft, 

And think each movement he decrees, the beft. , 

En'd of the Second Act. 



^ A C T III. 
SCENE, t/je French Camf.. 
Enter Athens ^/r/^Ribemont, 

RiBEMONT* 

LORD Conftable, I was not in the prefence 
When Perigort had audience of the king,. 
Inform me, for I wifli to know, does peace 
Her olive-garland weave > Or mufl the fword 
Be keptunfheath'd, and blood-fed vengeance Hvef 

Ath. The King expeding me, I cannpt tarry 
To let your Lordfhip know particulars ; 
But the good father, who<?v*n now fet forward, 
Carries fuch terms as, from my foul, I wifli 
Young Edward may accept : for 'tis refolv'd, 
If they're Tcjeded, inftant.to attack them. 
Yonder's the fugitive, I fee, advancing, 
Who left their camp this morning. If we fight 
And you have there a friend you wifh to fave, 
This man may point you to his poft. FarewcL [Ex'iU 

Rib. This man By heav'n, there's treafon in bis 

afpea! 
That chearlefs gloom, thofe eyes that pore on earth, 
That bended body, arid thofe folded arms, 
Are indications of a tortur*d mind, 
And blazon equal villainy and Ihame. 
In what a dire condition is the wretch, 
Who, in the mirror of refledtion, fees 

The hideous ftains of a polluted foul ! 

To corners then, as does the ioathfome toad. 

Hi 
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He crawls in filtnce : there- fequefter'd lies 
* The foanvy foment of his pois'nous gall^.** 
Hating himl'elf, and fearing fellowftiip, 
.. Enter Arnold, mufiug. 
■ Art!, What have I done ! And^ where is my reward ?^ 
Charney wit holds his daughter from my arm», - 

My flatter'dVecompence for Hold, my brain ! 

Thought that by, timely coming might have fav'd me, 

Is now too late, when all its ofiice fer^eft 

But to awaken horror ! \j^^». 

Rik I'll accoll him. 

Are you an Englifliman ?. 

Am. I had that name,. 
(Oh, killing queflion) ~— but- have lofl it now.. 

Rib, Lolt it indeed ! 

AriiM Illuflrious Ribemont ! 
(For was yogr perfon lefs rever'd and known 
By every fon of Britain, on your brow 
That fplendid token of renown you wear, 
Would be your herald)-- Pity if you can, 
A wretch the moit undone of all mankii\d; 

Rib, I much miflakeyour vifage,,orrvefeen you 
In near attendance on the Prince of Wa'es. 

Arn. I was indeed, — (Oh, fcandid to confefsk) 
I was his follower, was his humble friend; 
Hefavour'd, cherifh'd,— lov'd roe! — Heavenly powVs I' 
How fliall I give my guilty llory utterance ! v- 
Level your fiery* bolts ! — ^Transfix me here !— 
Or hurl me howling to the hell I merit. 

Rib, Invoke no pow'r, a confciencc fuch as thine 
Is hell .enough for. mortal to endure. 
But let me afk thee, for my wonder prompts nie. 
What bait affords the world, that could induce thee^ 
To wrong fo godlike and fo good a mafler ? 

Arn, True, he is all, is godlike, and isgoodi 
Edward, my royal mafter, is- indeed- 
A prince beyond example ! Yet your heart,. . 
If it has ever felt the power of beauty, 
Muft mitigate the crime of raging love. 

Rih, Love !— Thou loA wretch ! — And coul4 fo frail' 
a fire 
Confume whate'er was g3:eat and maoly in thee ?' 

Blot 
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Blot virtue out, and root each nobler paffion 

Forth from thy mind ? The thirft of bright renown ^ 

A patriot fond affe£Hon for thy coantnr ? 

Zeal for thy monarch*! glory ? And the tie 

Of (acred f riend(hi|>— by th^ prince ennobled I 

Begone, and bide thy ignomioiout head. 

Where human eye may never penetrate ; 

Avind fociety, for all mankind 

Will fly the fellowfliipof one like thee. 

Am. Heav*n! whereforeiaid*ft thou that we muft not 
And yet made woman ? [crri 

Rih Why accufe you Heaven ? 
Curfe your mglortous heart for wanting fire. 
The fire that nnmates the nobly brave J 
The fire that has renown'd the Englifii name, 
And made it fuch as ev'ry age to come 
>Shall ftrive tci emulate— but never reach 
There thou wert mingled in a blaze of glory, 
Great«-to amazement great !— But now how £ill*n ! 
Ev*n to the vileft of all vaflal vilenefi, 
The deffucable ftate of female thraldom. 

* jlm. From lettered flory fingle out a man,. 

* However great in council or in fight, 

* Who ne'er was vanquiihM by a woman's charms* 

* Rib. Let none Sznd forth, there is. no caufe thejr 

* Besuty's a bleffing to reward the brave ; ^ [(hould ! 

* We take i^ tranfports in refieif from toil, 

* Allow its hour, and languilh in its bonds : 

* But that once ended, dignity aflerts 

* Its right in manhood, and our reaibn reigns/ 
Am. Untouch'd by paffion^ all may talk it ^U j 

In fpeculation who was e'er unwife ? 
But appetites ailault like furious fiorms^ 
O'erbKcaring all that (hould refift their rage, 
'Till finkitig reafon's wreck'd ; and then ^Ucceeds 
A gloomy calm— in which reflection anns 
Herfcorpion brood— reroorfe, defpair, and horror t 

R^ But could contrition ever yet reftore 
To radiant luflre a poIKitrd fame ? 
^ Or man, however merciful, forges 
< That juhice brands offenders for his fcoiu }*^ 
Truth, the great touchftone of all human aAions, 

TW 
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The fair foucdalion of npplaiifc or blame, 

Hasting'd thy honour with too foul a ttain, 

For all repentant tears to wafli away. 

All eyes 'twill ur^e to dart their keen reproachcf,. 

Each tongue to hifs, and. ev'ry h^rt to heave 

With indig^naticnat thee*. '. •. 
Jlra, All the pii.de, . . - . • 

That here fliould kindle into high rcfcntment, . 

I find is gone I My fpirii's funk, .debas'd I 
, My tiUilt unmans me — i»nd Vm grown a coward. [^/^Um 
Rib, The trumpets may awake, the clarions fwcU, 

That nob^e ardor thou no more cunfl feel, 

DiTgrac'd from foldier to a renegade. 

Anon, while o'er the dreadful field we drive, : . 

Or cicaling deaths, or daring (laugh taring fwords ! 

Do ihou at diftance, like the dailard hare^ 

Ail trenribling, feck thy faVeiy. . Thence away, 
As fortune, or thy genius may dire6^, 
Thy confcience thy cpmpanion. But be fure, 
Whatever land you burden with )rour weigh r, 
Whatever people you hereafter join. 
Tell but your talej and they willall^ like me, , 
Pronounce you ^bje£l> infamou* and hateful, [ExiK 

Arn^ AJbje£l,«n«l hateful !-— Infamous !— I'm aUi-*- * 
The world has not another monfter like me : 
Nor hell in all its ftore of horrid evils, ... 

Beyond what I deferve ! Already here 

1 leel the fliafts, they rankle in my bofbm ; 
And active thought anticipates damnatiofii , . 

EnUr Mariana and Louifa.. 
Mar. He's, here J I've foubd my heart's companioii 
Rejoice, my Arnold^ for my father wftens \ [out ! 

He half forgets his hatred to thy country. 
And hears with temper while 1 praifc thy virtwcs. 
We foon (hall conquer. Hah ! what mean tl^ofe tears ^ 
Why art thou thus ? 

Am. And can ft thou afk th^t queftion } 
Thou ibft feducer, thou enchanting mifchscf, 

* Thou blailer of my virtlie. But— begone * 

* By ht av'n, the poifon looks fb tempting yet,, 

* I, tear to gaxe myfelf ia love with luiu. 
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Away— tway : enjoy thy ill*got freedom. 
And leave a wretch devoted to.dcflrudion, 

* Mar. Deftrudion !«^how the image ftrikes my foofi 
As would the (haft of death, with chilling honor !-^ 
Hear me-^hut hearme !— 'tis the caufe of love ! 
Your Mariana pleads— For Arnold's peace, 

For mine, for both— ^ nay, do not turn away. 

And with unkindnefs dafli the rifiDg hope. 

That ftrives for birth, and firu|;gles with defpair ! 

' Am. Oh, yes, defpair !«-i^— it is mofl fit you (hould^ 

As I muft ever do, 

• Mar. Wherefore ? Why ? 

How are you alterM, or m3rfelf now chang^i, 
That all our bleffings are transform^ tocurfes ^ 

.Have you notfworn<^(youdid, and I believed you) 
My flattered beauties and my f»thful love» 
Were all that Arnold wi(h'd to make him happy ? 
' Arn. Curft be your love, and blafiedall your beauticH 
For they have robbM me of my peace and honour. 
Looks not my form as hideous as my foul, 
Begrim'd like hell, and blacken'd to a fiend ? 
Go« get thee hence— ^thou blatter of my fame^ 
Bear thy bewitching eyes where I no more 

May gaze my but I Ve nothing now to lofeg 

Nought but a hated life, which any hand 
Would be moft merciful to rid me of. 
' Mar. If 1 am guilty, 'tis the guilt of loveg 
And love ihould pardon what him&lf inf^r^d. 
Oh, froooth the norrors of that anguilliVl brow« . 
Thy tortured vifage fills me with a&ight ! 
Look on me kindly, look as you were wont. 
Or eafe my buriling heart, or ftrika me dead*^ 
Am. Give me again my innocence of foul» 

Give me my forfeit honour blanch'd anew» 

Cancel my treafons to my royal mailer, 

Reftore me to my country's loft efteem. 

To the fweet hope of mercy from above. 

And the calm comfbru of a virtuous heart. 

Mar. Sure kindoefs (hould not confirue inin guilt 

My food endeavours to preferve thee mine. 

Life, love and freedom are befove you,, al^. 

Embrace the bleffings, and we yet are happy. 
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Am. What, with a confcience fore and gall'd like mine? 
To ftand the glance of fcorn from cv*iy eye. 
From evVy finger the indrgnanc point f 

* In ev*ry whitper hear my fpreading fliame, 

* And i^oan and grovel a detefted outcaft F 

A taunting French man , with opprobrious tongue^ 
Pronounc'd me abject, infamous and hateful ! 
And yet I IWe— and yet you counfel life— 

* The damn*d beneath might find or fancy eafe, 

* And fear to lofe exigence foon as I * 

No, die I muK*— I wiH—^but how, how, how ?-«•>« 
Nay, loofe my arm ; you firive in vain to hold me. 

Mar. Upon my knees— See, fee (hefefpeaking tears! 

Arn^ Be yet advised, nor urge me to an outrage. 
Thy pow'r is loft-— unhand me«— thien 'tis thus, 
Thus I renounce thy beauties, thus thy guilt-*-*— 
Lil'e, love a«d tretfon I renounce for ever. [Exit^ 

Mar. Then welcome death, diftra6kion, ev*ry curie I 
Shft me, ye lightnihgs ! ftrike me, roaring thunders ! 
Or let me tear, with my outrageous hands, 
The peaceful bofom of the eanh, and find ^ 
A refuge frotp mjr woes and life together. 

{JPU'^Ziig htrfelf on the grpuuJ^ 
Somd oflf! ..away ! I will not be witheld— «-« 
I will indulge my phrenzy— -— Lofs of reafon 
Is now butlafs of torment— Cruel Arnold 1 
* £»^Chamey. 

• 0&«r.- Whence is this voice of woe, this frantic po* 
' Why is my ditld, my Mariana, thus ? [fture ? 

* Jidkr* Thy flinty heart can beft refolve the quedion. 

' Thou that relentlefs faw'ft my tears defcedd, 

* And, urg*d by ftubbom haughrinefr and hatred^ 

* Haft giv^en me up to endlefs agonies. 

' The man that merited thy beitregard, 
' The man i lovM, thy cruelty has made 

* Alike implacable— He*s gone, he's loft ! 
' Arnold is loft, and my repofe for ever 1 

^ Char. Why, let him go ; and may th' impending 
' The hov'ring mHchiefs that await their arms, 
' Him, them, and all of thdr detefted race, 

* Involve in one deflru^ioa. 

« Mar. 
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* JItfer. No, let ruin 

* O'ertake the proud, fevcre and unforgiving, 

* Crimes that are ilrangt rs to an Englilb nature : 

* They are aU gentle ; he was mild as mercy^ 
"• Soft as the fmiles thatmaika mother's joy, 

* Clafping hernewr^barn infant. Shield him>, Heav'n! 

* Prqted him, comfort him~t — Thoucrocl father 1 

* Thou caufe of all my fufFerings, all my woes ! 

* Give hiiTj me back, t^eftore h rti to my arms, 

* My life, my Tord, my Arnold ! Give him to roe, 

* Or I 'Will curfe my country, thetf, myfelf ; 

* And die the vicftira of defpairing ^ove» - ff^//,. 
* iji3ar4 Fbtlow»her<, wa^ch 'her, guard her from her 

.fury. ; {£jr//Louifa, 

« Oh, dire misfortune ! this anhappy il^c^e . 

* Surpalle«*iili the forrrnvs I havetolt, 

* . And makes me wretched to the lafi ex^emc. [Exit^ 

The SCENE ^//vxiv///^., Mfco'vers the Prince flfW'Aci'f^at- 
ed injlate In his Tent ; at the entrance- io'vohich htsStaft' 
dard Jiands dyplajcd \ the dc*v'ice^ three qftrichfrathers^ 
ijoiththe motto of ich dien* Warwick, SaHfbury, Aud- . 
Jey, Chandq?-, ISoiles^ Ojicers and Guards Jiandihg* 

Prince, I've fent my Lords of Oxford, Suffolk j Cob- 
To meet the N uncio, and conduct him hither ; [hant^ 
From whom we may^exped to hear the terms 
On which the French -wHl deign to give us fafety. 

' * \^frimpefs. 

Cf^tfi, Thofe trumpets.fpeak the Cardinal's arrival : * 
And fee ! the Lords conduct him to your pr^fcfice. 

[Trumpets. 

Enter three EngUJh hords^ preceding Cardinal Perigort and 
his retinue^ On the Nuncio* s ho^ing^ the Prince advancti . 
from his feat^ and embraces him* 

Prince, Lord Cardinal, riio ft- welcome to my arms: 
I greet you thus, as England's kindeft iriend. 
Misfortune's refuge, and aiftiction's hope. 
It is an office ^^orthy of your gpodnefs, 
To ftep betwixt our danger and dcftrudtioh, 
•Striving to ward from (hreat'ned choufands here, 
The blt)w of fate. 

Per. 
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Per, Grant, gracious Hcav'n, Ijnay! 
For, from my foul, great Prince, I wilh your refcue ; 
And have conditions from your foes 10 oflfer, 
Which, if accepted, favc ye. 

Prince, We attend. {Takes his Jeat* 

Per. No art for mild perfuafion in your caufe 
Have r omitted : but imperious France, 
Too fbnd of vengeance, and too vain of -numberSy 
Jnfifts'On terms which only could be bop*d 
From fuch a fcanty, unprovided boll ; 
And prudence will dire^, from many evib 
To chufe the lighted. Their conditions arev 
That, tathe caftles, towns» and plunder takea^ 
And offer'd now by you to be reilor'd, 
Your royal perfon, wfth anhundred knights, 
Are to be added prisoners at difcretion. 

Prince^ Ha ! pria'ners ! • ' * 

Jui^, Oh, infolcnt, detefted terms ! 

&/. A hundred thoufand firft-of Frenchmen fall, 
And carrion-taint the air ! — I cannot hold, [/f/ft/r. 

Prince. {Jfter a fau/e.] My good- Lord Cardinal, 
v^hat aft ot mine 
Could ever uftier to their minds a thought, 
That I would fo fubmit ? 

Ar, -Cbuld Iprefcribe, 
You fliould yourfelf be umpire of the terms ; 
For well I know your noble nature fuch. 
That int'ieft would be made the (lave of honour. 
But to whatever I urg'd, the King reply 'd, 
KememberC re fly's fight ! to us as fatal, 
As that of Cannae to the Roman ftate. 
There fell two mighty kings, three fovereign pnnces, 
Fullihirty thoufand valiant men of arms. 
With all the flower of French nobjliiy, 
And of their firm allies ; for which, (he cried) 
What can redeem the glory of my crowa. 
But to behold thofe vigors in our chains?— — 
It is a bitter potion ; but rcfleft. 
That royal John is noble, and will treat 
Such foes with dignity, while fortune pays 
Left than the flock of fame his father lofl. 
Prince. Yes, Philip lofl the battle with the odds 

D ^f 
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OF three to one. lQ*this> if they obtain it» 

They havq ouc numbers more than twelve times told, 

• If we can truft report.* . And yet, my Lord| 

We'll facelfiofe numbers, fight them, bravely fiiU, 

Ere itoop to linger ioathfome life away 

In infamy and lx>ndage. Sir, 1 thank you— 

I thanl^ you from my foul, for thefc — for me ■■ ■ 

^ That we hare met your wilh to do us kindaefs ;* 

But for the terms our foes demand, we fcorn 

Such vile conditions, and defy their fword;}-*— 

Tell them, my Lord, their hope's too proudly plumM i 

We will \fe conquered ere they call us captives. 

Per, Famine or flaughter— — — 

Prince. L^t them both advance 
In all their horrid, mod tremendous forms ! 
They'll meet, in us, with >men who'll (birve, bleed, die^ 
Ere wrong their d>untry, or their own renown. 
Sound, there, to arms ^.— My pious friend, farewcl. . 
Dlfperfc, my Lords, and fpirit up the troops : 
. Dividelth'e lafi remains of our provifion— 
We fliall require no more ; for who furvives 
The fury of this day, will either find 
Enough from booty— or a ilave's allowance. 

Per. How much at once I'm melted and amaz'd ! 
Stop, my Lords, and give a foul of meeknefs fcope. 
In minutes of fuch peril. By the hoft 
That circles Heaven's high throne, my bleeding heart 
Is touch'd with fo much rendernefs and pity, 
I cannot yield ye to the dire decifion. 
Let me, once more, with ev'ry moving art, 
£a(;h ibft perfuaiion, try the Gallic King : 
Perhaps he may relent— permit the trial 
I would prefer ve fuch worth. Heaven knows I would ! 
If hazard, labour, life, could buy your fafety,^ 

Prince. Lord Cardinal, your kindnefs quite unmans 
My mind was arm'd for every rough encounter ; ^[me : 
But fuch compsiSon faps my fortitude. 
And forces tears — they flow not for rayfelf. 
But thefe endanger'd followers of my fortunes. 
Whom I behold as fathers, brothers, friends, 
Here link'd together by. the graceful bonds 
'Of amity and honour : all to me 

a Por i 
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lor ever faithful and for ever dear. 

* The worth that footed when my fortune fmilM, 

* You fee not ev'n adverfity can fhake :* 
Thiok it' hot weakoefs then that I lament them« 

P^» It is the lovelieft mark of royal virtue ; 
Tis what demands our moft exalted praife, 
Is worthy of yourfelf, and mufl endear 
The beft of princes to the beft of people. 
Till my return be hope your comforter : 
I If 'tis.within the fcope of human meatis, 
I rU ward the blow. 

I Prince, Good Heaven repay you, Sir : 
I Tho* a^s like youfW^grry fuch bleffings with them 
' A&are their full rew^d— — -My Lord, fariewel. 

[Exit Perigort, attended as be came in* 
And. Well, Sir, how fare you now ? • 

Prince* Oh, never better ! 

* If I have frailty in me, Heaven can tell, 

* It is not for myfelf, but for my friends.' 
I've run no mean^ inglorious race ; and now. 
If it muft end, 'tis no unlucky time. 

As jon great planet, thro' its radiant courfe. 
Shoots at' his parting the mdfi: pleafing rays, 
fo to high charaders a gallant deiath " ^ 

Lends thtf befi luftre, and ennobles all. 

Aud, Why, there, my Prince, you reach even virtue's 
For this I lofe you with a fonder flame, [fummlt s 

Than proud proiperitycbu Id e'er irifpnre* 
*Tistnumph, this, o'er death. 

Pr/ffc^. And what is death, 
Th?t dreadful evil to a guilty mind, 
tAnd awe of coward natures ? 'Tis but reft, 
Ketl that ihould follow every arduous toiS, ' 
Kclieve the valiaaf , and reward the ^ood : 
Nor is there augftt in death to make it dreadful. 
When fame is once cftabliih'd; 

War. Thatfecurtf- 
^Our foes, who wail its lofs, can ne'er recover 
The glory ravifh'd from them. 

* Prince, Who can tell ?-^—^ 

* Has Fortune bfeen fo badly entertainM 

.' That (he ihould leave us ? No, my noble friends, 

D z ' ^ H«r 
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* Her fmiles and favours never were abusM ; 

* Then what we merit we. may yet maintain.' 

Chan. An hundred of us, with your royal perfon^ 
Deliver jd up their pris'ners at difcretion ! 
The French have furely loft all modefty, 
Or the remembrance of themfelves and us. 

* Aud, But here, in my mind's tablet, there remains 

* A memorandum that might make them ftart, 

* In this career of their prefumptuous hope. 

* Nine times the feafons fcarce have dancM their rounds^ 

* Since the vain father of their prefect King,. 

* Philip, who ftilM himfelf his count lyVfortune^ 

* Gaudy and garnifh'd, with a numeroiitrfv:>ft, 

* Met our great Edward \xt the field of fight. 

* I was one knight in thatilluftrious fervice, 

* And urge I may, (for *tis a modeft truth) 

* We made the Frphchmen tremble to behold us : 

_ • Their King himfelf turn'd pale at our appearance, 
^ And thought his own trim troops, compared with ours^ 

* EtFcminated cowards Such they prov'd : 

* And fince that day, what change in them or us, 

* Can ground fecurity on wopd'rous odds ? 

* The fame undaunted fpirits dare the combat ; 

* The fame tough finews and well-temper'd blades 
^ Again fliall mow them down, like autumn com, 

* Another harveft of renown and glory. 

* Chan, There the brave monarch of Bohemia ftrove, 

* In vain, to kindle valour in. their hearts : 

* He fought, he fell when our vi6torious Prince 

* Seized his gay banner, with yon boaft — I serve— 

* [Pointing to the Princess StanJard. 

* Which, now more fuited to his princely charge, 

* Triumphantly, as conqueror, he wears; 

* And, in his honour, England*^5 eldcft hope 

* Shall ever wear it to the end of time.' 

Sal, Now, as I live, I wifh we weremt work. 
And almoft fear.the Nuncio may fucceed. 
Metbinks we fliould not lofe the blefs'd occafion, 
Or for furpaffing ev'ry former conqueft, 
Or gaining glorious death, immortal fame. 

Prince. Then fet we here ill-fortune at defiance, 

* Secure, at leaft, of never-fading honour.' 

Oh, 
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Oh, my brave leaders ! in this warm embrace, 

] [TheyaUembfacn 

Let us infuTe.th^t fortitude of foul, 
To all but England's daring fons unknown f 

* Firm as theuatelyoak^our iOand'sboaft, 
' Which fierceil hurricanes ai&ult in vain, 

* We'll ftand the driving tempeft of their fury. 

' And who (hali (hake our inartial glories from us ? 

* Yon punyOauls > They ne'er have done it yet, 

* Nor fhall they now Oh, never will we wrong . 

* So/ar ourfelves and our renown 'd forefathers IV 
Here part we, Lords ; attend your fev'tal duties, 
Audiey, diftrihute ihro^ the camp provifions 
Keep ev'ry foldier's fpirits in a glow. 

Till from the French this final meiPage comes : 
Then', if their pride- denies us terms of honour. 
We'll ru(h outrageous on their vaunting numbers.; 
And teach them, that with fouls refolv'd, like burs, 
Ev*n defperarion points the way to conquefl* 
When (ill defiance of ftiperior might) 
Plunged in the dreadful florm of bloody fight^ 
Shall cv'ry £ritondo his country right. 



Ekd of the Third Act. 
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ACT ly. 

S C E. N .E, //^ Frem^h. Camfi^ 
Enter Ribemont. 

RlBEMONT. 

THE troops, array'd, ftand ready to advance ; 
And this (hort paufe, this filcnt interval, 
With awful horror Clrikes upon my foulr—— 
I know not whence it comes, but till this moment,. 
Ne'er did I feel fuch beavinefs of heart. 
Fear, thou art ilill a ((ranger here ; and Deatk 
Have I oft feen in ev'ry form he wears ; ' 
Defy'd him, facM him, never fled him yet : 
Nor has my confcience iince contra6led guilty 
The parent of difmay— -then whence is this I 

. D 3 Peiiap$.. 
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Perhaps 'tis pity for yon hopclefs hod- 
Pity ! For what ? — The brave defpifc our pity ;. 
For death, encounter'd in a noble caufe, 
Comes, like the gracious lord of toiling hinds. 
To end all labours, and beflow reward. 
Then let me ihake this lethargy away — 

By Heav'n, it wo' not off! The fweat of death 

Is on me— a cold tremor Qiakes my joints 

My feetfcem riveted — my blood congeals 

Almighty Pow'rs 1 Thou everawhil form ! 

Why art thou prefent ?— Wherefore ? — What, a figh I 

Oh, fmilc of fweet relief ! — If aught from Heav'n 

A mortal ear be worthy to .^gain 

That piteous adllon ! that dejedted air 1 

Speak out the caufe— I beg thee, fpeak— 'tis gone !— 

* Yet would 1 gaze, by fuch enchantment bound 

* Thou pleafing, dreadful vifion !' — Oh, return ! 
Unfold thy errand, tho' I die with hearing—— 

Enter Athens. 

j^th. You're well encounter'd Ribemont ; the.King,. 
£re this has Edward's anfwer ; as I pad 
The bound'ries of our camp on yonder fide, 
In this my progrefs to equip the field, 
I faw the Nuncio pofiing like the wind, 
He and his train on horfes white with foam, 
Their courfe directed to our Monarch's tent. 
What means this, Ribemont ? — Thou'rt loft in thought ! 

Rii. Athens ! — I am unfoldier'd ; I'm unmann'd 
Wonder you may, my noble friend j for fee, 
I (hake, I tremble 

Jft/j. Say, at what ? 

Rii. Why— nothing. 

jit/j. Should the vaft hoft that here are rang'd for battle, 
(Warm with impatience, eager for the fray) 
Behold that Ribemont alone has fear, 
What wonder would it caufe ! For thou, of alj. 
Art fure dcfervingly the moft renown'd. 
Come, be thyfelf-— -For (hame !— — 

JRii, Believe me, Athens, 
I am not ftricjten with a coward's feeling : 
Not all yon army to this fword oppos'd, 
Should damp my vigour, or deprefs my heart. 

* 'Tisi 
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' 'Tis not the foldier trembles, but the Ton ►* 

Juft now a melaBcholy feiz'd my foul^ 

A (inking ; ' whence I knew not ; till, at lengthy 

My father's inaage to my fight appeared, 

And (Iruck me motlonlefs. 

Jth. Twas only fancy, 

Rik Oh, no, my Athens ! plainly I beheld 
My father i n the habit that he wore 
When, with paternal fmiles, he hung this weapon 
Upon my youthful thigh, bidding me ufe it 
With honour, only in my country'is eaufc. j 

Within my mind I treafur'd up- the charge^ 
And facred to the foldltr's public call 
Have worn it ever. - Wherefore then this vifit? 
' Why, in that garb in which he fixM my fortune^ 

* And charg'd me to repay his care with glory ?*^ 
If *tis an omen of impending guilt, 

0, foul of him I honour, once again 

Come from thy heav'n, and tell me whit it is, 

Left erring ignorance undo my fame.^ 
AtL Nought but a waking dream ; a vapour'd- brain* 
Rih, Once his pale vifage feem'd to wear a finile, 

A look of approbation, not reproof; 

But the next mcmient, with uplifted hands 

And heaving bofom, fadly on the earth 

He tum'd his eyes, and forely feem'd to weep. 

* I heard, or fancy'd that I heard a groan, 

* As from the ground his look was rais'd to me ;*' 
Then, (haking with a mournful glance his head,. 
He melted into air, 

Ath. Pr*ythee, no more 
You talk'd of melancholy, that was all ; 
Some ficknefs of the mind, occafion'd oft 
Ev'n by the fumes of indigefted meals. 
To-morrow we will laugh at this delufion. 

Rib. To-morrow J' Oh, rhat mention of to-morrow !— ■ 
There are opinions^ Athens, that our friends 
Can pafs the boundaries of nature back^ 
To warn us when the hour of death is nigh*- 
IF that thy bufmefs was, thou awful (hade ! 
1 thank thee, and this interval of life, 
Sowever fliort, which Heaven vouchlafes rae yet, 
I will endeavour as I ought to fpend. 
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-A/&. Sc^, thro' yon clouds. of duft, with how much 
The Nuncio ha{hens to the BngUihcamp ! [fpeed 

Perhaps the terms, for fafety arc agreed ; 
Then whereas a meaning for thy fancy'd viiion ? 

Ri6. No matter where ^ my fpirits are grown light :; 

* Returning vigour braces up again 

* My nerves^nifincwa to their wonted tone. 

* My heart beats freely, and, in nimble rounds, 

* The ftreams of life parfue their ready courfe* 

* Lead on'; our duty calls us to the King/ 
jfgain the Ifrigbinlng fires of glory hlazfi: 
Tes^ virtue caiis, and Rihemont eh^s. 

^'f J, Athens^ yesy amid the fierce alfirms^ 

Where Edivfird thunders in <vituliHi*ve arms^ 

Shalt thou behold me^ in^ my country s cajt/e^ 

Rife in reno^n^ or perijh with afflaufe, [Kxeui^* 

%CEti^E changes to the Prince of Wales'j Tent. 
Enter fnnce^ Chzn^y and Attendants^ meting hMAkjm 

Prince^ Well^ Audjey, are the/ol$iiers all re^elh'd > 
;^i^/. All : aiid,altho' pe^phancc theit laft of mq^i^ 
It feem d fo chearful as furpa&'d my hippe ; 
Still joining hanfifi, as off they dtain'd tlie bpwl^ 
Succefs to England^ ar^na, wa$ al^ tlie cry. 
At length a^hoai-y, vet'ran raisM his^.voic^ 
And thus addrefs'dhisfellowsy': Courage, brptjbpni,! 
The French liave, never beat u?, nqr wA aqw* 
Our great 't'hird E^w^ard's fo.rt^ne.w:ait^,o^r arn^ f 
And his brave fon, whoft formidable hefn^eit, 
Nods terror to our foes, direi^thp figji^ 
In his black armour, wje will foon behp)Ahin;i . 
Piercing their thrpftg^dt^attajipn^-r-Sh^U UQt; W|J, 
At bumble difiance^ tqulate^iys ardor. 
And gather laurek to. adorn h)& triumph? > v ■ ./ ■ 
13ien did tl^X faille again, fl:^ke hand an^ fliQAtf / 
While, quite tranfported at the i^leafiogfi|jj^, 
I wept iafenfibly vvU^^ loyc and joy.* 

Prince. I too cpuldw/^ep-Oh, Aiidl^, Chajijdqs, tjigpif^ 
There reft I all ra^ hope ! — ^My h^neft foldicn^ 
I know will do their duty* 
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Enter Gentleman, 

Gent. Royal Sir, 
A pcrfon, muffled in a clofe difguife, 
Arriv'd this inAant from the adverfe camp, 
As he reports, Iblicits to receive 
An audience of your Highnefs, and alone* 

Prince. Retirej^ my L^rds Condudt him ftraight- 

way in. \^Exit Gtnt. 

Chan. Your Highnefs will not truft yourfelf unguarded. 
It may be dangerous. Confider, Sir 

Prince. Caution is now my flave, and fear I fcorn : 
This is no hour for idle apprehenfions. [Ex. Lonisy &c» 

Enter Arnold in a di/guifey which he throws off. 

Your bufinefs. Sir, with — Arnold ! — Get thee hence» 
Arn. Behold a wretch laid proftrate at your feet, 

His guilty neck ev'n humbled to the earth ; 

Tread on it, Sir it is moft fit you (hould. 

I am unworthy li/e, nor hope compaflion — - 

But cquW not die till here Fd flream'd my tears. 

In token of^ contrition, pain and (hamc. ' 
Prince. Up, and this inftant from my fight remove, 

Etc indignation urges me to pay 

Thy horrid treafbns with a traitor's fate. 
Arn. Death if Fd fear'd, I had not venturM hither ; 

Confcious 1 merit all you can infiidt ; 

* But doom'd to torture as by guilt I am, 

* 1 hop'd fome eafe in begging here to die, 

* That I might maniteft, where moft I ought„ 

* My own abhorrence of my hated crime. 
Thus, on my knees, lay I my life before you, 
Norafkremiflion of the heavy fentence 

Your jufticemufl pronounce. Yet, royal Sir, 

One little favour let me humbly hope : 

(And may the bleflings of high Heav'n repay it !> 

Tis when you (hall report my crime and fuftering, 
Only to add— He gave himfelf to death, 
TVve voluntary vi6tim of remorfe. 

Prince, I ftiall difgrace my foldlerfliip, and mek 
Towotnan*s weaknefs, at a villain's forrow ! 

Oh, Juftice, with thy fillet feal my eyes, 
ohm out at once his tears, and hide my own \ [Afltte^ 
-^ , Am. 
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Am. Am I rejeiSted in my low petition 
For fuch a boon ? — Nor can I yet complain : 
Your royal favours follow. approbiit ion, 
And I, of all mankind, have leail pretence 
To hope the bounty of a word to eafe me. 

Prince. Rife, Arnold-r-Thou wert long my chofen fer- 
An infant-,fondnefs was our early tie ; [vant ;; 

But with our years (companions as we livM) 
AfFcftion rooted, and eftecm grew love. 

• Nor was my foul a niggard to thy wiihes : 

• There fct no fun but faw my bounty flow, 

• Nohour fcarcepaft unmarked by favour from mc». 

• The prince and matter yet I fet apart, 

• And fingly here^raign thee in th^ friend.* 
Was it for thee, in fortune's firftaflault, 

• Amidft thefe thoufands, all by far lefs favour'd,* 
To be the man, the only to forfake me ? 

Was it for thee, in whom my heart delighted^ 
Was it for tbecy * for thee to feek my foe^ 
*' And take thy fafety Jrom the means that funk 

• The man of all the world that lov*d thee moft ?*— -• 
In fpite.of me my. eyes will overflow, 

And I muft weep the wrongs I fhould revenge. 

Am. Tears for fuch guilt as mine ! Oh, blaiHng fight t 
Cover me, mouiitains — hide n^and n^y ftiamc!— ~ 
A traitor's fate would here be kind relief 
From the exceflive anguifh I endure. 

Prince. Having, thus fairly ftated our account. 
How great's tl^e balance that appeals againfl thee ! 
And what remains ? — I will not more reproach thee» 
Love thee I mud not, and 'twere guilt to pity* 
All that with honour I can grant is this : 
Live— but remove for ever,from my fight. 
If I efcape the dangers, that furround me, 
I muft forget that Arnold e'er had beingi 
I mufl forget, in pity to mankind, 
(Left it ftlould freeze affection in nay heart) 
That e'er fuch friendfliip met with fuch return. 

Am. * Oh, mercy more affli^Ving than ev'n ragp !— 

• That I could anfwer to with tears and' pray 'n ; 

• But confcious fha.me, with kindnefs, ttrikes me m^ute..* 
Gi:eatSir| (for^iy^ intruiion on your goodnefs) 

My 
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Idy boon you have miftakcn, life I aik'd not ; 
'Twas but to witnefs to the deep remorfc, 
That with a harpy's talons tears my bofom. 
^ Love, the {>ernicious poisoner of my honour, 

* In poor atonement's facrificM already j 

* And life, "devoted as the all I've left, 

* I'm ready now and refolute to pay.* 

But as m V miferics have touch'd your foul, ^ 

And gaih'd remiflion of a traitor's fate, ^ 

Oh, add one favour, and com pleat my wifhes ! 

To the dear country that muft fcorn my name, 

(Tho' I ftill love it as I honour you) 

Permit my fword to lend its little aid. 

To pay a dying tribute — Grant but that, 

And I will weep my gratitude with blood. 
Prince. Stain'd and polluted as my eyes behold thec. 

Honour no longer can endure thy fight. 

Jf 'tis in valour toaccomplifh it, 
. Redecrti thy reputation ; but if not, 

To fall in fight will be thy happieft hope. 

Away*, nor more reply. 
Arn. Exalted goodnefs ! [Exit* 

Prince. I f paflwns conquerM are our nobleft boa lis, 

Mifruling Anger, iever mad Revenge, 

And thou, too partial btafer, Affection, 

Confefs I once have afted as I ought. [Trumpets. 

Ha ! by thofe trumpets, fure the Nuncio's come. 

\A Gentleman ajfears and petires. 

Who's there ?— Acquaint the Lords I wilh to fee them. 

* Nof/ does the medley war b^gin to work : 

« A thoufand hopes and fears all crowd upon me !* 

Enter Warwick, Saliibury, Audley, Chandos, Lordtrtnd 
Attendants, 

Oh, welcofn^, friends ! But, hark I the Cardinal ! 

[Trun^tu 
Enter Cardinai Perigort, attended. 
Well,' gen'rous advocate, w^ wait-ouTTioofn. 
* fer: Prepare, prepare tor an immediate battle : 
Inflexible is France in her demands, 
And all my pray'rs and tears have prov'd in vain. 
Prince. Lord Cardinal, * may righteous Hcav'n reward 

« The 
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* The piQus charity of foul you've fliewn.* 
if France infifls fo high, it (hall be try'd ; 
The defpVate chance of battle fliall be try'd— 
The Fates attend, the balance is prepared, 
And whbfoe'er fliall have the lot to mount, 
May Heav'n flYeich wide its everlafting doors. 
And give ihem happy entrance all ! 

Frr, Amen 

Tlluftrious Prince, and you his noble followers, 
llemains there aught that I can do to ferve ye? 
My function fuits not with a field of (laughter ; 
' In Poidlers, therefore, muft I fcek my fafety. 
There, while the battle rages, round and round 
My beads fliall drop to pray'rs, that ev*ry faint 
Will fuccourand fupport the English arms* 
But (hould the fortune of your foes prevail. 
And leave you vidims to immortal honour, 
The pious offices I'll make my own, 
O'er ev*ry grave to breathe a thoufand bleflings, 
And water all your afhes with my tears. fyou. 

Prince, My gentle friend, fuch goodnefs will renown 
Per, Take from my hand, my heart, my very foul,' 
My amplefl benedidion to you ^11. lT/?ey icw. 

I now can ftifle in my tears no longer 
Oh, gallant Prince, farewel ! fareweltoall, 
Heav'n guard your lives, and give your arms fuccefs. 

[Exit ivith his Attendants, 
[On the CardinaVs golngout^ the Prince and Lords conti* 

nue for fome time fixed and mute, 
^«^. You loiter, Sir, Our enemies advance. 
And- we're in no array. 

Prince, My thoughts were alfent. Away, difpatch-** 
Marflial the army by the plan I gave, . 
Then march it ftraight to yonder eminepce. 
Whence V\\ endeavour to inflame their zeal, 
And fit them for the toils this day demands. 
2^oi\3 does the medley ixjar begin to ivork ; 
ji thoufand hofes and fears begin to crowd upon me. 

[Exeunt feverdiy* 
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SCENE c&a»£^ef to another part of the Englt/b-Camp^ 

I Enter Mariana and Louifa. 

* Lou, Thus, Madam, has obedience provM iftydaty $ 
*• The hurry and Confufion of the field 

* Giving us opportunity to Ycape, 

* WVve reached the En^Ufli camp. But whither novr ? 

* Where woukl you bend your courfe ? Behold, arotHMl, 

* How (he arm'd Ibldiers, as they form in ranks, 

^ Dart from impaffioaM loit^^ tea thoufand cer roi^ ! 
' The fccoe is dreadful f 

* A/tfr* Then it ftiits my mind, 

* The feat of horrors, terrible to bear. 

* Oh, let mc find him \ ' 

' Lou. DeareftLady^ think ■ 

* Nor follow tme that rudely fpum^'d you ffom himw 

^ Mar, It was not Arnold ^purnM me, 'twas bis gwlt, 

* The guiJt I plunged him in. Louifa, thou 

* Hafb ne*er experietic'd paifioils in extremes, 

^ .Or tbou would'flknow thatlore, and hlite^ axidrcor9| 
*' All oppofites, together meet, and bleed 

* In the ^Id whirl of a diltra^ed fouL 

* Lqu. Behold, he comes ! 

* A&r, Support me, gracious Powers !* 

Enter Arnold. 

Arn. Ha ! Mariana I — When will tortuifc end ? [Afide. 

Mar. How fliall I (land the ihock of his reproaches ! 

[AJUe. 

Arn. Why art thou here ! Oh, why, unhappy m&id^ 

Mar. Since my too fatal ralhnefswrought thy ruin, ^ 
•Tis 6t, at Icaft, that I (hould (hare it with thee* 
Therefore, my friends, my father, and my country, 
I have foiribok for ever^ and am come 
To claim a portion here in all you fufFer. 

Am, Return again, I beg thee, I conjure thee, 
By all the wond^x>us love that fljr'd our hearts,' 
^' And wrought— -But let not that be more remember^* 
' If thott haS wilh for happinefs cr peace,' 
Go to thy father back, and think no more 
Of a loft wretch, who haftens to oblivion. 

Mar^ Requeft it not ; I never will forfake thee .• 
One fortune HiaUcaitfhi^^ one faie hiTolvc us* 

E rii 
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I'll (hew the world that my unhappy crime 
Was neither child of treachery or fear ; 
But love, lov« .only : and the goilt it causM, 
Aa I infpirM, I'll (hare its puni^ment. 

jirn. You cannot, nay, yovt muft not--thiak notof it^ 
You broke no faith ; I only was to blame. 

* And to enftage thee to fecure thy fafcty, 

' Know the dire ftate of my determin'd foul. 

* Heav'n and my Prince pernxitting, I.havefwom 

* To brave all dangers in the coming fight ; • 

* And when my fword has done its beil for England^ 

* To lay niy load of inifery and ihame 

* Together down for ever. Death I'll hunt 

* So very clofely, that he (han't e(cape «ne/ 
Be timely, then, in thy retreat ; and Heav'n, 
And all good angels ^ard thee ! On thy lips 
I'll feal my fervent pray'fs.forbleifii^s on chee^ 

IKiffesheri 
Oh, what a treafure does my foul give up, 
A frcrifice to honour \Gaingi 

* Mar^ Stop a moment 

^ One (ingle moment, Arnold. Let me gather 
^ A little urength to bear this dreadful parting. 

* And mull it be — hold, hold, my heart — forever? 

* Oh, bitter potion ! Kind phylician, pour 

* One drop of hope to fweetcn it a little. 

* Arn\ Hope every thing ; hope all that earth can give, 

* Or heav'n beftow on virtues fuch as thine.* {TrumpeU 
That trumpet fummons me ! I muft away. 

Oh, meafure by thy own the pangs I feuel ! [Exit^ 

Mar, Then they are mighty ; not to be exprefs'd j 
Not to be borne, nor ever to be cur'd. 
My head runs round, my burning brain divides.] 

* Oh, for an ocean to ingulph me quick, 

* Or flames capacious as all hell's extent, 

* That I might plunge, and l^i^e torture there !* 

Lou. Hence, my dear Lady ; for your peace, go hence. - 
Mar. I'll digthefe eyes out ; thefe pernicious eyes, 
Enflaving Arnold, have undone him— Ha ! \Trumf€t» 
That raven trumpet founds the knell of death ! 
Behold«-the dreadful, bloody work begins— -*•» 
What ghaflly wottn4^ ! what piteouf, jfvctpng Ibneks j . 
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.Of), 0Dp that fatal Faulchfon ! if it falls, 

It kills rpy Arnold ! — Save him, fave him, fave • 

[£xit rUTinifig ; Louifa follows^ 

SCENE- r<64r/r^^i to a rural Eminence ^ <witb the d'lfiant 
Fra/feH of a Camp. 

Enter Prince. 

Prince. The hour advances, the dccifire hour, 
That lifts me to the fummit of renown. 
Or leaves me on the earth a breathlefs coarfe. 
The buz and budle of the field before me, 
The twang of bow-ftrings, and the clafli of fpeari, 
With evVy circumftance of preparation. 
Strike with an awful horror ! Shouts are echo*d| 
To drown difmay, and blow up refolution 
£ v'n to its utntofl fwell^ — From hearts fo firm. 
Whom dangers fortify, and toils infpire, 
What his a leader not to hope ? And yet . 
The weight of apprehenfion finks me down* 
O Sojil or Nature, great, eternal Caufe, [JCf/rft» 

Who gave and govern'ft all that*8 here below ! 
*Tis by the aid of thy almighty arm 
The weak exift, the ^rirtuous are fecure. 
If to your iacred laws-obedient ever. 
My fword, my foul, have own'd no other guide ; * 
Oh, if your honour, if the rights of men. 
My country*8 happinefs, my king's renown, . 
Were motives worthy of a warrior's zeil, 
Crown your podr fervant with fuccefs this day, 
And be the praife ' and glory all* thy own. [Rffes^ 

Enter Audley. 

Audn Now, royal Edward, is the hour at hand, 
That (hall, beyond the boft of ancient ftory^ 
Ennoble Engliih arms. Forgive, my hero, 
That I pfcfumefofar, but I have fworn 
To rife your rival in the common fight : 
We'll ftart together for the goal of glory. 
And work fuch wonders, that our fear-ftruck foes. 
Shall call us more-than mortals. As of old, 
* Where matchlefs^ vigour markM viftorious chiefs, 
*• The baiHed hoft, to cover their difgrace, 

E2 * Cry'd 
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* Cry'd out the gods, aflum'd commanders'. forms, - 

* And partial Heaven had fought the field agaioft thcro !' 
Prince. Audley, thy foul is noble ; then, together, 

iSafe from the prying eye of obfervation) 
l.et us unmaik our hearts. Alas, my friend. 
To fuch a dreadful precipice we're got, 
It glddies to look down ! No hold, no hope, 

* But in the fuccour of almighty powV ;' 
For nothing but a miracle can fave us. 

* And. I ftifie appreheniion^ as they rife* 

* Nor e'er allow myfelf to weigh our danger. 

* Prince, *Tis wifely done. And we'll at leaft endeavour 

* (Like the brave handful at Thermopylae) 

* To make fuch gallant facrifice of lite, 

^ As (hall confound our enemies. Oh, think 

* On the great glory of devoted heroes, 
^ And let us emulate the godlike flame, 

* That dignified the chiefs of Greece and Rome I 

* Souls greatly raisM, above all partial bonds, 

* Who knew no tie, no happinefsdiftin^, 

* But made the gen'ral weal their only care. 

^ That was their aim, their hope, their pride, the end 

* For which they laboured, fuffer'd, con<|uer'd, bled. 

* Aud. Exalted, great incittuMikt i 
Princu What 'inay happen, 

* Si nee none can iny , prepare we for the worf(« 

* Then, as a man whom I havelov'd and honoured, 
^ Come to my arms, and take 4 kind fareweU 

^ ITifcy gml^rsci^ 

* I f we fu rvi ve, we wil 1 again embrace, 

* And greet each other's everlafting fame : 

* If not, with him whofe juflice never errs, 
/ Remains our fit reward. 

* Auii, You melt me, Sir ! 

* I thought my nature was above fuch weaknef^ ; 

* But tears will out— 

* prince. They're no reproach to manhood ; 

* But we've not leifure now for their indulgence.* 
AuJ. True, glorious leader, to more a^hve duties 

^ The feveral functions of our fouls are fummon'd i* 

Safety and honour, liberty, renown, 

Hope's fFQciOus proff edji and.|K>(leifio9's biifS| 
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AH that are groat and lovely, urg'd together. 
The arm of valour in their dear defence. 

Prince, And valour well (l)all anfwer the demand ; 
> Our foes, to wear the trophies of the day, 
Mufl wade thro' blood to win them. * Heav*!! caa teH 

* How many fouls may pay the fatal price, 

• Or whofe may be the lot.* If I fall, 
Say, Audlcy, tq my father, to my country. 
Living they had my fervicc— at my d^eath^ 
My pray 'rs and wiAies for elernal welfare. 

Aud. Requeft not that, which, if the day be loff, 
. I ne'er fliall execute. I have to aik- 
A favour, which I hope you'll not refufe. 

prince. Nothing that luits my Audley to folicitr 

Aud. It is, that I may be the firfl to charge v 
1 think I can rely upon, my courage: 
To fet a good example. 

Prince^ Then be it fo. And hark! [TrumpeiSm' 

The troops approach. Audky^to your Jlation^ 

Aud, Each upright form 
. Darting defiance, as they move^ to France ! 

♦ Where is the powV can cope with fouls like thefe ? 

* Reiblv'd on conqyell, or a glorious fate, 

' Unmoveabk as» rocks they'll! ftand the torrent 
^ Of ruihing fury, and difdain to (brink; 

♦ But let yon panting wafps difcharge their flings, 

. •^ And then in clullers crufh theni.' \Xrumpefs.' 

Enter Warwick, Sallflbury, Chandos, and other Comman- ' 
ders. Parties of Soldiers appear between all the lVi»gs^ 
with Officers leading them^ fo feeming as if the i\}hok Ar- , 
my was drawn up\ 

Vrince^ Countrymen, 
We're here aflembled for the tough eft fight 
That ever ftrain'd the force of EngliAi arms. 
See yon wide field with gli^'iring numbers gay !' 
Vain of their flrength, they challenge us for ilaveSy 
And bid us yield their pris'oers at difcretion. ^ 

Ifthere'sanEnglifliman among ye all 
Whofe foul can bafely truckle to fucji bondage, 
Ler him depart. For me, I fwear, by Heav'n, 
By my great father's foul,, apd by my fame,. 

£ '5: My 
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My country neVr fhall pay a ranfom for mt ! 
I^or will I iloop to^rag out life in bondage. 
And take my pittance from a Frcnc^hman's hands : 
This I rcfolvc, and hope, brarc countrymen, 
Ye aH refolvc the fame. 
. - SoU. All, aU*rcfoIveit/ 

SaL Conqucft or death is ev'ry Briton's choice* 

Prince* Oh, glorious choice I And know, my gallant 
That valour is fupcrior far to numbers. [foldieri. 

There are no oddsagainft the truly brave : 
Let us refoWe on conqueft, and 'tis ours. 
But (liould the worft that can bcfal us, death ! 
*Tw'ill be a fate to envy more than pity. 
And we have fathers, brothers, fons or friends. 
That will revenge our (laughter. 

Sai. On, lead on, fTty gallant Priftce. 

Prince. J fee the gen'rous indignation rife. 
That foon will ihake the boailed pow*r of France : 

* Their monarch trembles 'midft his gaudy train, 

* To think the troops he now prepares to meet, 

* Arc fuch as never fainted yet with toil. 

« They're fuch as yet no pow'r on earth could awe, 

« No army baffle, and no town withftand. 

« Heav'ns, with what pleafure, with what love I gaze, 

< In evVy face to view his father's.greatnefs ! 

< Thofe fathers, thofe undaunted fathers, who 

< In Gallic blood have dy'd their fwords, 

< Thofe fathers who in Cyprus wrought fuch feats^ 

• Who taught the Syracufians to fubmit, 

* Tam'd the Calabrians, the fierce Saracens, 
« And have fubdu*d in many a ftubbom fight 

« The Paleftinean warriors, Scotland's fields, 

* That have fo oft been drenchM with native gore, 

• Bear noble record 5 and the fertile ifle 

• Of fair Hibemia, by their fwords fobjefted, 

• An ample tribute and obedierifce pays. 

« On her high mountains Wales received their laws, 

< And the whole world haa witncfs'd to 'their glory. 

* Aud, Lead us to adion, and each Briton here 

i Will prove himfelf the fon of thofe brave fathers. 

* Frince. View all von glitt'ring grandeur as yottr ipoilt, 

• Thcfure reward or this day's vifiory. 

* Strain 
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* Strain every faculty, and let your minds, 

* Your hopes, your ardors, reach their utmofl bounds ;* 
Follow yobr ftandards with a fear left fpirit ; 

Follow the grfeat examples of your fires ; 
Follow the noble genius that in{pires ye ; 

* Follow this train of wife and valiant leaders,' 
Follow, in me, yhwfr brother, prince, and frienti* 
Draw, fellow-foldiers, catch th* mfpiring fkmc ; 
We fight for England, liberty, and fame. 

iThry draw their Stvards and go oui ; truMfeti founiiitg^m 

End of the Fourth Act. 



A C T V. 

SCENE, an exunfhi Tlain^ 'with the dljlant ^ievj of a 
Town ; on one Jide a Camp on a Uvel^ on the other ^ ano* 
ther on a rifag ground. 

Ewter Prince, Warwick, Chandos, and Attendants^ thetr 
Swords drawn. 

Prince. 

HASTE to my Lord of Oxford, and rcqucft 
He ply his archers with redoubled vigour. « 

[Jn Attendant lows and goes mT.* 
I fee already they Ve confus'd the foe ; 
Their ranks are broken, and they feem to doubt 
If they (hould fland or fly. 

Chan. Their nowJs the time , 
To prefs them with the weight of all our force-; 
For Frenchmen, if they're once difmay'd, arc loft. 
U^ar. Excefs of fury marks the battle yonder j 
Lord Salilbury there fuftains a heavy charged 

Prince. Warwick^ away and reinforce his party, i 

Or numbers may o'crbear.him. Fly this infltfst. 

[£;p*/Warwickt 
Qh, for an arm of iron, but to anfwer 
The mighty ardor that mflamea my foul ! . ['E^eMMt* 

Enter Arnold bloody. 
Am. Yet more of Gallic blood, I mud have morc,^ 
To waOi my fiains of infamy away. 

What 
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What arc the multitudes o'crthrown already ? 
Greater muft down to gratify my rage, 
And in my countr;^*8 vengeance crown my own. 
Ha I what, retreating ! Cowards, follow me. 

{He joins an Englijb party who ^ere giving 'ivajf^and 
tbty leqtthe French off, 

SCENE tbangcs t§ another Pari of the Field. 

JEntfr King John, Tourain, Athens, and Attendantr^ 

King. By Heay'B, a panick feizcs all my tr©op& t 
Inform me, Athens, what's the caufe of this ? 

Ath. Some parties that the Prince of Wales detach'd 
Round yonder mountain, have attack'd our rear^^ 
And thedivifion which the Dauphin led 
Difperfmg in confuGop, they have pi*xc'd 
With fury to the centre of our hoft. 

King. Fly, Athens, to my fon, with ipy command^. 
That he coUea again his fcatter'd men. 
And lead them to our fuccour. Shameful ffght f 

I JEjri^ Athcai«*v 
That fuch a handful (houW confoun4 us thu*.. 

• Enter Archhijbop of Sens <i^ith a dravsn Svcord. 

• ^em. Confuiion feize ! — bat there's no need to wifiv 

• Too miwrh it rages inour hoft ahready. Eit ;. 

• Igot this weapon from a feather'd wr^ch» 

• Who caft it down and ikippM like any dfeer:: ' 

• I wifli the villain had it in his heart. 

• Howe'er, I took the keen incumbrance up, 

• And us'd it better than its mailer c6uld ; 

• For, with this arm, unpradHs'd'rn the office, 

• I clove a brawny BYiton to the chine. fway X " 
^ Tour. Heav*ns, how weVe prcff ! No party bur gives. 

* King, Ferdition- feize the cowirds ! Come, my boy^ 

• We'll- do o jr duty tho*" they all defert us.* [Exeunt^ 

SCENE changes.. 

Enter Arnold^ 
Arn. My arm begins to weary with the fight.- 
Death, I have cramm'd thy rav'ttous jaws vi^ith ofTaf; 
Now, turn my friend,^ and give me timely refcue. 

Enter 
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Enter Khbemont, 

Rih.. Thou double traitor, mud I (lain my fword - 
With the foul flreams that circle in thy veins, ^ 
Who art fo bafe, fo branded ?-~Infamou« ! 
By Heav'n^ italmoU is a guilt to fight thee. 

jintn Here I can aniwer, for my caufe is good : ^ 
It is my country's. And, thou haughty Lord, 
Think not thou e'er again ihaltav^e my foul, 
Or, unchaftis'd, reproach me with a crime 
I loath, and here am come to expiate. 
The earth fve crimfon'd with thv country's blood ; 
And if the pow'rs, to what is (bed already, 
Wjll add but Ribemont's, I aik no more : 
The foe I next may meet to mine is welcome. 

Rib. Can aught in valour purge thy i^thiop foul, 
Ezpuoge th|r blott, and rank thee wit h thcf brave ? 
Dar'ft SiDU ailert the caufe thou haft betHay'd, 
Or hope a fecond guilt atones the firft ? 
No ! the joint vengeance of wroog'd France and Englanii 
I fend in this — [Arnold falh.'] — : — Therc'a fomething of 

thy due ; 
To infamy and hetl I leave the r«*il. [ Exit. 

Am. Death I haveeaugbt : his (haft is in my heart* 
It ti^ with nature* When (Mr I -get free f 

Ettur Prinee, Chiindos, A^d AtttnddnU. 

Prince. Slighter Ittth wantonM here! Whatftreamt 
of blood! 
What heaps of mangled bddies ftrew the ground ! 
Death has had al^e mini^rs at work ; 

pompoiis tribute they have paid indeed ! 

mold! Haft tho/udotoe this? ' 

Am, Offended Prinee, 

ou find my fluKeriiig foi^l upon the wing. 

kU a poor, defp'iate, ahd dtfpairing wretch 

mh) do, this 4rm hath wtoughr. 

Prince. Thrice hdve I mark'd 

\y valour wonderful. 

Am. AU worthiefs quite. 

lat I could pay a hundred thoufand lives 
gratitude to you, and love for England ; 

lutt feeble nature fail'd my better wifh. 

> here 1 render up a loathfome li fe - * 

Prince. Talk not of dying— Live, and ftill be mine. 

Aruy 
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Am. Too gcnVous Prince ! Could your benignant heart 
Forgitre and cherifli one who was fo vile ? 
. Prince* As Heav*n may pardon me, thy crime's forgot* 

Am, Then. I am happy. Hear it, facred pow'rs, 
And give him. glory great, as is his goodnefs. 
I go — Mfcthinks the gloomy way before me 
Is ftrippM of half its horrors. Friendly death, 
Receive a parting, pity'd, pardon'd'-— Oh ! [Dla. 

C<6<yff, He dies ! Is gone. 

'Prince. Proving, my noble friend, 
His foul was genume Hnglifh, and could towV 
O'er all calamities but confcious guilt. [hold, 

Chan. Heav'n's pardon greet him-^Mighty Prince, be- 
Where gallant Audlcy, like atempefl, pours 
Dcftrudtion thro' the thickeft ranks of foes I 

Prince. Oh, Cfaandos, with aikonifhmcnt my eye 
Hath mark'd his valiant wonder-working fword ! 
Come, let us kindle at the great example,. 
And emulate the ardor we admire. [ExeunU 

SCENE changes. 

Enter King John, Tourain atuL Atttndaxtu 
King. [Turning oack^l Rally our men, my valiant Lord 
Or we are all undone. \ O gracious Heav'n, [of iiwc^ 
^ How has a kingdom crumbled fro9) my gcafp! 

* Let us preferve ourfeWes by timely, i^ght ; 

* Tour. Our broken army is difperfing. See, 

* Behbld the dadards how they run in thoufands ! ' 
^ Oh, ihame ! almoil before a fingle foe.< 

* King, My dear Tourain, to what have I reduc'd 

* A ruin now of pomp ! a royal wretch ! [thcc i 

* For thee I could weep blood ; for thee I fear 

* To lofe a life no lan|;ei;wprth my care, 
^ Stripped as I am of dignity, and. fame. 

* Tcur. I aik of Heav'n but to partake your fortune; / 

* Not wafting on myfelf s> fingle care, 

* I fend out all attendant on my King^ 

* King. Tears will have way— O Majefty, giveplfce, 

* For nature gogrems now 1 Almighty Pow'rs ! 

* Muft children and muft kingdoms fufibr thus, 

* Becaufe my pride to reafon (hut any. ears, 

* When, dazzled v^ith the gilded phantom, glory^ 

^ * Ifcont**^ 
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I fcornM the terms iha^ tnight have bleft us all ? -* 

Too late-^It is the curfe of giddy mortals 

To fee their errors, and repent too late.' 
Ent^ Archhifl^op of Sens. 

Sens. TheDauptin, Dukes of Anjou, Berry, Orleans^ 
Hare led the way in flight ! Earl Douglas follows. 
Fainting with many wounds, and all his Scots 
Have like our Ftench and the auxiliar troops, 
Forfook their pofts. For fafety, Sir, away 

King, Dare not to urge k — I difdain ihe thought* 
Go, like my coward Tons and brother, go : 
Though all defea roe, fingly will I (land 
And face my foes, 'till, cover'd o'er with wouiubi 

gain a fate becoming of a king. 

* Enter Charney^ Ikeding and faint ^ reftlifg on hisJhvord9, 

* Char, Embrace this, moment as your lafl for flight, 
The field is loll — I have not breath for more. 
This honett wound came timely to my refcue, 
Or rd been curft to wail the drpgs of life 
Away in aoguifti.—— Parent earth, receive mc. 

* [Lies d(nvn% 
This is the goal to which all nature runs, 

* And I rejoice to reach it. -All is loft I 

* My country, monarch, daughter, life, and-rOh ! 

\XDies. 

* King, Thou, Chamey, haft efcapM-r-— [AJbout. 
What noife is that ^ 

* Tour. The fo.und of triumph.— Now there is no re- 

* For, fee ! they have befet us all around. [treating, 

* King, Come then, thou darling of thy father's foul, 
We*ll link pur wretched fortunes here together. 
And if a King's example can infpire 
The few fei ^i^hful in my loft condition, 

* Caft fear behind, and daringly come on. 
' Determin'd ftill to conqueror to die. [Exeunt^ 

SCENE opens to afullprofpca of the Field. 

Enter Ribemont,y^/«/. 
Rii, Ill-fated Athene, thou haft breath'd thy laft,-« 
But wherefore call'd I thee ill-fared } fince 
Death but prevented thee the curfe of feeing 

Our 
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Our armks dtlhonour'd^ and our country loft. ' * 

Now, facred^foul of bim who gave me life, '^' 

The purpofe of thy vifit is expla'm'd« 
No private evil, not a five like mine ■ ■ 
■ That were a trivial call for thee ro earth : 
It was- to warn me of a heavier lofs, 
Our diadem and fame. Hah !«-I*m alone 
Amidft a field of foes {.—^let me collet 
A decent vigour/ like the hunted lion^ 
With* an aflault to dignify my fall. 
And not fhrink, tamely, to a vulgar fate. 
Enter Audley. 
jf«^. 'For England— - \ 

Rib: France— By heav*n, the^ gallant Audley !«— - j 
Now, fortune, I forgive thy. partial dealing; . ; 

for, next to victory, my wifli has been 
Tor fall by fo renownM an arm as Audley's. 1 

j^ud* Brave Ribemont, I will return thy pmife,^ ' ' j 
And own thee noblefl of my country's foes. 3 

Had we been natives of one happy land, ] 

The genVous femblance of our ioah had link'd us ' | 

In friendihip's deareft bonds. j 

Rib. But here we iland ' i 

DeterminM champions in oppofing Hfh, ' I 

B.ach in his country's oaufe, the other's foe. . ' | 

Come,, for I long to try this feafonM blade i 

Upon -tnie metal. If I conquer thee, * 

I take no portion of the foul difgrace. 
Which Heav*n this day fias thrown upon our arms. i 

But (hould my fortune, (as perhaps it may) ' | 

Like my poor country's, bow the head to England; I 

'Hien, Audley, wilt thou add to thy rendwn, ' \ 

By doing what thy king has- only done. 
Baffle the warrior he pronounc'd a brave o^ ? 
Now for determination. 

Aud, Hold a moment.' <■ ■ ' ; 

Look on the field, braie llibemont ; behoU| 
Thou haft no paflage for efcape left open ! 
Me fhould'il thou vanquilh j from the thoufands round 
Captivity or death muft be thy lot. ' • [thee^i 

Then make not havock of great qualities, 
Nor to thy kingdom lofe, througlv defperatiooy • * I 

The : 
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he braved arms and nobtefl heart it boafts* 
ve my food wifii the power but to protedt thee ; 
'gn thy fword-— I'll prove no conqueror, 
clafp thee with the warmth of gen'rous fneadihip* 
Rt^n Audley, I thank thee ; bui my hour is come-* 
^ou bid me look upon the field ; look thou^ 
Ad fee the j{lory of my country bladed ! 
Vloie M day like this I— <ind to furvivc it-*' 
ITould be a wrecchednefs 1*11 ne'er endure* 
fo ; in a nation's fate be mine involvM : 
fall with France is now the only means 
o fatisfy my foul, and fave my fame. 
^lui. Oh, yet* ■ ■ 
Ri^. Vm fixVl« 

jfuJ^ Why then— for England this-« 
J^i. And this for France-*-— 

[Tbeyjlgbtfometimi^ thenjlof^ 
Aud. What! neither ^t the better? 
Tim a touch taik '.—Again— \Tb^ fight agtUn^ then^^* 

* Rib. Why, valiant Lord, 

The balance ilill nods doiibtful ! as the pow'rs > 

Were undetermtnM which muft yield the day. 

Are our fates grown of fuch high confequen^, * 

That heav'n (hould paufe upon the great decifioD ! » 

Let U9 no longer worry one another, 

Where can the vulnerable fpot be found ? ' 

* AuJ. Why there 

* [Jhe^figbt^ Rtbemonty«//x,«r«^AudlcyiitVMrffAv^. 
and refis upon hisfword. 

* Rib. No, there. 

* Aud, Wc are companions fiiU!' 

Rib. Inward I bleed : the fireants of life run fafif 
' all that did invigorate deferts me. 

Ludlevy the paTm of vidory is thine 4 

jrield, I die— but glo^y in my fall : 

' *- beneath the nobleft Englim arm ! 

that fecures my fame. * Tl^ boTom now 
^ay harbour him that is thy foe no more. 

* [Audley kneils and iabn bim in bit mnm. 
hy, this is land ! thus lockM in thy cmbnicet 
» let a rivaf wfurrior breath his lafi*' 
>rt me truly as thy fword has found-««-» 



} 
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I know thou wHt ; 8nd, in the long hereafter. 

If we cah irtiet, IMl thank thee fbrt.^p— Farewei. X D/h. 

Aud, Farewel, brave Hibemont ; thoufeaiieft^ioidierr 
Peace to Vhy aOies — to thy foul reward 
And honour <fm\«i *hy name 3 A foe coold wccpl 
But pity would^ idifgraee a death like thtne* {Trumpets^ 
Enter FtkicCj duindos and jitten nt4. 

Prince. [Twrmf^ ^^)&.] Give inftant -OFders to recall 
our pames ; 
I will not hazard^ by a ra(h purfuit, 
So vaft a vi6toryi ^ And let my ftandard 

* Be hoifted on the bigheft neighb^og tree, 

• ' To guide our troops returning ffom the cbace.* 
England, my Chandos, triumphs ! For our arms 
, Have won the nobleft field that e'er was fought !— 
Hah ! Audlcy bleeding !««theninuft conquefl mottm,. 
And I lafneaty amidft my fpoils and trophies, 
The beft of nobles, warriors, and of friends. 

j^. Faint With the lofs of blood—I hope no more. 
Prince, Summon abidance ; all that wealth can reach 

* To him who gives me' but his life's aflurance. 

* l^Exit OH AttauUA. 
< Advan<;e(iiai[bafniero*ertri.-»-^LQng, Oh, long 

* May'lft fh0o furvive to wear tAits wdl*woQihonour, 

* \Hg fmights^und embraces Audlqr* 
' My braveil knight^— ifiy mofi beloiY'd^f men,' 
Lead him away, repofe him in his teiiFt* 
Sdon as rhe hurry af the field is o'er, 
ril come in perfon and attend his cure* 

Aud, There li&Iefs lies the arm that gave the womd ; 
A braver foldier never firefs'd the earth l 
On his renrnias let due diftindion wait. 
To dignify the dufl that once was noble. [Hi is lid tjf^. 
Prince^ The valiant Ribemont i<^Take hieBce4kiacorp8, 
/And fee that every foiemn rite be paid : 
With honours fuited to his gallant Irfet 
Condud the body to its peaceful grave.* 

£R ibettiont' ^m^hd n% 
^ekm^ The fieldis thinned 4 And n<»Wf far off removM^ 
The dying viMce of tumult Utiatiy founds, 
* Like the hoarfe thunder in a <df 4n^t'%( i*' / 

a . • . .-Ai* 
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J^BolIow roarings of fubfiding waves^ 
After their CO nfli(5l with a furious ftorro. 

Prince* An awful horror! — The fad fcQne bf forruSn, 
'Tompous withdefoladon ! asdeclinea 
The glow and ardor of our martial flame 
Softens the mind to mournful meditation* 
How many (buls have ta'en eternal flighty 
Who, but this very morning, on the wing 
Of cxpedlatiou, look'd through years to come ! 
So have the bubbles of their hopes been broke i. 

So may it fare with us r And fuch is life !' 

Enter Warwick.* 

War. Oh, mighty Prince, whofe matchl^fs virtttef 
charm 
The many realms your victories have aw*3 ! 

Lend your compaifion, * your protection lend 

*■ To wretched^ bleeding, dying penitence.* 

Prince, What wouldft thou fay 

War, Unhappy Mariana, 
At once the vi&m of diftrefsful love^ 
And deep rchiorfe for treachery—— 

Prince. Go on. 

JTat. Frapric and weeping, ran o*er all the ficW, 
Till chance' diredled her to Arnold** corps, 
That weltVing lay in bloods She kifsM it ofu 
Bath'd it with tears, tore her dilhevelM locks, 
Smote her poor bofom, fobbM and fadly groan'd, 
*Till fnatchirtg from his clay-cold hand his (word. 
She plung*d it fudden in her fide ! — funk down'— ^ 
And caU*d on death to lock their laft embrace* 

* I (but too late to faye her) interposed, ^ 

* And cry'd for help alas! in vain. But now, 

* Jluck'd by fome pafling foldiers from the body, 
*'They force her, raving and relu6bnt, hither. 

Prince, Oh, Chandos— -what a moving fight is here ! 

* Enter SoUiers fining in Mariana, dijira^ed and Iketiing^ 
* Mar. Off! let me go — I will ifotbe tDrn from him : 

' Relentlefs mongers !— Let us mingle bloody 

' And die together. What do I behold!— 

F2 *0h, 

* In the original, tmjatnxtri here, and fpeaks the three felkw* 
lAt Speeches of Warwick, 
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* Ohyhideme, fneiuUy eanh^. for ever hide me 

^ From that offended face—— [Hifiis down. 

* Prince, Lookup, fair mourner, [Kneeling hjbefi* 

* And gather comfort from my friendly tears, 

* Mar. Comfort from thee?— Thou injur'd godlike 

hero! 

* Load me with curfes ! — Stab me with reproaches, — 

* Thy fweetnefs cannot !— but the hand of Heav'o> 

* That {Irikes for injured virtue, heavy falls ! 

* And craflies nte beneath it. 

* Prince. Weep not thus. 

* Mar. What art thou made of, heart, to hear all this ? 

* That grov*ling in the duil— abandon'd— — 

* Prince. Nay, 

* Do nqt be fo wilful And— — 

* Mar. Indeed, gi eat Prince» 

* The dear, departed Arnold, was enfnarM, 

^ Seduc'd«--betr«y'd by me. BmHeav'ucaawiuieftt 

* My only motive was his prefcrvation^ 

* Danger, defpair, provok'd the guilty deed ; 
< Which horror, death and infamy reward. 

« Forgive {he breathlefs foidier that reverb, 
« AncTfervant that adored you. Sir!— On me - 
« Heap all your indignation ; (corn, deteft, 
~ ^ Derpife and hare irty rfirmory for ever. 

* Prince. No, both have my compaffion— my for- 

givenefs. 

* N^r. Forgivenefs faid you ?— Oh, celeflial found ! 

* Catch it, ye angels, hovVmgon the wing, 

* To waft rhe to the bar of Heav'n's high juflice ! 
« Offended virtue pities and for^ves ! 

* Chaunt it aloud ! and chear with this foretafte 

* Of gobdnefs infinite,— my drooping— Oh !— [Bi^u 

* Cban. She's breathlefs l* 

Prince. Hcav'n, I hope, will think their crime 
Enough was puniftiM by artlidion here. 
Lay them together.—* Well, my Lord of* Warwick, 
England triumphs.'*' 
' Ww. I've view'd the Adverfccamp, as you commanded ; 
Where all the wealth of France was fure colle£ltd, 
To grace the rum of th.ut wretched people. 

Ea<;h 
* In ihc original Wttrv:kl enters hete. 
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Each cent profufe ! Like thofe of Pompey's hoUty 
When OD Pharfalia's plain he fought grtat C«iar, 
And led the worM his life — and Rome her freedom* 

Prmce^ AlUrighteous Heav'n ! thy hand is here con- 
Ipicuous ! 
Pride and ptefun^ption finifh thus their ihame. fSicut^ 
Hark ! 

O^off* *Tis a train of prisoners hringing hither. 

Enter Salifhury with Officers and SddierSy conducing King 
John, the Duke of lourain, Archhijbop of Sens, and 
feverai French NMemen^ prifoners. 

Prince. Brave Salifbury, you're welcome to my arms*. 
The field is purs ! 

Sal. And tiobly was it fought ! 
Behold, my Prince, how well we have acquitted 
The claims our adverfaries made on us. 
Your veteran fwordfman, Sir John Pelhatn, fends 
This royal trophy to adorn your triumph* 

Prince. Moft wife and valiant of all ChriAian kings^ 
Rever'd for virtues, and renown'din arms ! 
TUttt I b«kchi you thu8, diffolves wy heart 
With tender feeling ; ^ while 1 bend the knee 

* In humble praife of that good Providence, 

* Which gives fo great a viSory to England ! 

* Fur you, great monarch,* let your gc^like foul 
Strife with adverfiry, and flill preferve-. 
As well you may, your royal mind unconquer*d* 
Fortune is partial in her di^butions : 
Could merit always challenge its rewaid. 
In other lights we might this hour have ilood. 
Perhaps the vi£tor you, and I the capttvc : 
But fear no wrong, the good (hould never fear it« 
^ This land, from whence my ancedors have fpruBg^ 

* By me (hall not be injur'd.* For yourfelf, 
Aud thisilluftrious train * of noble prisoners,' 
My care ihall be to treat you as I ought. 

King, My gracious conqueror, and kindefi coufia^ 
This goodnefs more than victory renowns you ! 
That I'm unfortunate is no reproach, 
I brav'd all dangers as became a king, 
'^iU by roy coward fubjet^ left and loit« 

Aruttik 
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Princt. Lead lo my tent: when we are there- arrif'<r» 
Prepare a banquet with all princely pomp, 
At which I'll wait, and fervc my royal guefts. 
-Mr ncAleiords, and brnvp companions all, 
I leave your praife for the wideworld to found \ 
.Nor can the »oiCc of fame, however loud^ 
Out-fpeak the merit o§ your matchlefe deeds. 
Oh, may Britannia's (bn$ through ey'ry age, 
A* they (hall read of this fo great achievement^ 
Feel the recorded viaory infpire 
An emulation ef our martial fire. 
When future wrongs their ardor fhall excite^ 
And futufe princes lead them forth to figlit I 
^ill by repeated conquells, they obtain 
A powV to awe the earth and rule the main t 
Each tyrant fetter glorio*»ily unbind, 
And ^ve their liberty to all mankind* 

EsB ef the Fit TK Acvt. 
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EPILOGUE* 

JGAINST Jucb cJds if Ed^osard could fuccettt^ 
"^ Our EngliJb'HJjamorsonce tvere^reat indeed 7 
But, mournful tbou^t ! ijoe fttrely mvft complain^ 
^h^WeJadly altered from King Edward's reign: 
Tetfome there -are^ who merit e*v*fyfraife^ 
Sterns of tbatjlock^ and worthy of thofe days ; 

Ulupious heroes! How unlike to thcfe^ . 

Whofe valour, like their wit, lies only in their clothes 9 
^Hcb arrant beaux, fo trim, fo degagee, 
tbatev*n French ladies would not run nway, 
Tb^llhuf, indeed, andftrut, lookproud^ andfweaf^ 

And all this they can do hecaufe they dare* 

But know, poor fouls, all this implies no merits 
Ev'^n women foon difcerna man of fpirit\ 
3uiges alike of warriors And of wooers : 
The migbtiefl talkers, art the pooreft doejs^ 
^ucbtofubdue, requires no martial fire^ 
' One Joan of Arc would make them all retire* „ 

But bold 1 wander Poitiers be nvyftoty^ 

And warm my hreafi wiA Britiflf love of glory ; 
When each bold Briton took his country* s party 
And wore her freedom bla%oifd on his heart, 
^ucbwere ourfires^But now, Ob, dire difgractJ 
Le, half their ^spring hfiinJUkandlaee. 
Te Britons, from this^Jethargy arife, 
Bnrfl forth from folly's bondage, and be wife: 
Once more let virtue, dignity, bepriv^d: 
Nor copy what your anc^fiors defpis^ d. 
Eacbfalfi refinement fudy to difdaifL, 
And harden into manhood back again:: 
^ojbali our Britain*s honours mount on high^ 
4id future fields with that of Boilers viok 
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TO mS" GRACS TOT 

DUK.E0F NEWGASTLE, 

Eord Cliamberlam of hls^Majefty's Hoiifliold^ &c* 



T? a dedkajtion carried in ifs natare a tnarl; oif our ie-^ 
«"kbcwledgtfient and eHeem, and-is thefe mod due^- 
where we are moft obliged, the lateJnftances I received 
^f your Grace's undeferved and* uncommon favour in aa 
affiur of tome confequence (foreign to the theatre) has 
taken from me the privilege of choofing a patron ; efijc* 
cially for a performance which > not only by its kind, rails 
immediately under your Grace's authority, but which 
fikewife' bjr its^ good fortune^in a-feafon ox fome danger 
\o itj received from, your Grace's free indulgence, ita 
life and fuccefs on the flage. Thus my ambition con - 
GOtt with my duty,.'and it is my hapj)inefs not to be able 
to gratify, the impulfeof theone, without obeying at^ 
theiame time the d?(5tates of the other^ 
' Addreftes bf "tliis nature, through a grofs abufe of 
praife, have juftly fallen under ridicule. How pleatk'nt 
is it, to hear one of yefterdaj^ cofhpliitiented on his il- 
luftriou^' i^c^QlCs ? A. fordid .p6Hbn, on his magniii* 
cence ? An illiterate pretender, on his ikill in arts and ' 
fciences ? ^ a wretch cbmraded with felf-loyc on ' 
his ,dtfiufi»e beiietolea<^e to mankind ? Yet from the 
frequency of fuch a fliameful proflitution of the pea - 
as this, one advanta^6 refults ; it gives the grace of 
fiAvelty-and peculumty to a dedication, that fhall re- 
claim panegyric from its guilt, and refcue the late men- 
nooed fublime difHnftions of character from abfurdity 
and injuftice, by applying them to a Duke of Newcaftlc. 
It is a kind of compliment paid to panegyric itfelf, to ufe 
itiQf fo juft an occaiion.. 

At It 



C 6 ) 



SRAMATI8 PSR60NJE. 

MEN. 

^igfrrfx, lung of Egypt, Mr.Beaflqr. 

jfivwti, the priaoe. 
Nictnur, fitther of liaHdmu, 
iiemMtu, y 

WOMEN. 

J^rij, queen of E0rpt« 

Mandane. 

SPENE, MEMPHIS in OU JEiyft. 



BUfRIS. 
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A C T I. 

SC£NE» a Ta^le r« Mem^ii;. 
Enter Pheron anJ Sypboces*. 

Stphoces*. 

IFj^oruMii firufkuret auul immortal deed%. 
Emarg^the thought^ and iet our foub on fire^ 
My toogjyie has b^en too cold in Egvpt's praife. 
The ^een of nations, and the bomof times^ 
Mother of fcience, and the houfeof ^[ods \ 
Scarce ican I open wide my laboring mind 
To comprchod the vaft idea, bi^ 
With arts and arms, fi> boondiersia thdlr fune. 

P/^r. Thrice hapj^ land ! did not ker dreadful kin^ 
Far-fiun'd Bufiris, wnom the world reveies. 
Lay ail his (hiMii||r wonders iti difgraee, . 
By cruelqr and nnde* 

S^. Bvprids indeed; 
He caUs himfelf the Proud, and glories in tt» 
Nor would exchanj^ for Jupiter's Almi|(hty. 
Have we not feen him (huce his iihrer rems 
OVr haiueisM monarchs, to his chariot yok*d I 
In fuUen majefty they flalk along, . 
With eves ot iiMl^oation and dMJ^^ . ^ 

While ne aloft di^lays his impious fiate. 
With half their rifled kingdoms o'er his brow^ 
nazin§ ta heaven in dian^ond and gold* 

Fher. Nor lefs the tyrant's cruelty than piide:; 
His horrid altars ftreafn with human blood. 
And piety 11 moidcrift his hand* l^ireatjboa^. 
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^b. There rofe the Toice of twice two hundred 
thou (and. 
And broke the clouds, andclear'd the face of day^^ 
The king, who froi. this temple's airy height. 
With heart dilated, that great work furvcys, 
Wtikh ihafl proclrfA whatlcan be' A)ne byfJan, ^ 
Ha«*ftruck4iis pufpfe ftreai^her, aihf defceno/. 

Pher. Twice ten long years have feen that haughty. 

W hich nations with united toiUdva nce, ^ £pile^ 

nGam^lT tlie IRTes^a'H'dTt'Bour up to heaven.- 
S^L The king— or proftrate fall, or difappear. 

•^ '- ' '• lExewnim - 

Ehter Bufiris attended^ 
Buf. THi»>Ji9«tem city, JMertphts th^ fetiownM| 
iUmoft coseval with the fun bimim, - 
And boaftingHrength fcarce fooner to decay, 
How wanton fits (he aoAid ttaittiK% (hiiles^ 
Nor from horlMhdft tuvrm bnnt^firfo^, •': ? : '. r 
But ^^nioB^peis ahd'i«xui^i«miifc«is«tf^ ' ^ ^- 
A wahe pf wcakhi ^ ^hltidUle^Gf '^ iA>MA^ '- ^ '^ 
Here, frii^toYaW:foClt6fchlll^^tll«>^ht; ' I 
Therei fails uattwnVer'd whk^fcall%h«'tll«itn^' '^ 
While from tbi b«i^f ti^ XMt»xy t^otffllM ^H^ '- ' ' 
Survey their pride, aitd iee 'CMtg^vldetf fimm 
Float ontlittAram^ andbttfUIr 0^lnlb4litfll6]^t '/ •' 
,*TbI$iuttiLtbe3«i4ote^ «liH Vlllitl; ]()^^ 

,---^"' = " '-''' '■■'■' ' ' {tS^^^'il^t^Mu . 
Lengtheos in aiiV'Wk4«^'ait1tt»il)» fh&4HlF»^ • - < ^ 
While every otherobjea (brinks b^J^if*'^'- • ' ; •' 
Its mighty (hade, and le(rens xMHitf^ieWf i *•*; 'A 
As kings c^iDfiiramhh ftlfe#^ - ' '^''^ ' • ' - '^ 
. AnurAxA^^MJl^f^^i'^^. - 

Bufiris, fiKtoifnHNft* ' ' 

^«/: Auletea, rife. - ' .'•'-' . ^ 

jiul, Amba(radQnf|td#|i*f««ftUtitfi^ 
To view your ^^fedengj liild to ^ritt feMbVAfnt j/ ' 
Each load^ «4th ihe' ^9iti hh.CMinWy ytdd^, 
Of which the meaiitifti^fe- to ^;bM atid jpearf; . - • 
The rkh if^abkin flVid liis tirtiple vUffe '-' 
With iacred iiMSttiei -fithidpia f^nfy ' - * ' ' 
.)A43i«iifa9d oourfers fleets th«t* ite'vftM i '*. 

And 
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Aod their blaek riders darken «U the plain t 
Camels and elephants from other realms, 
Bending beneath a weight of luxury, 
Bring ine beft feafons of their various jearSy 
And leaTe their monarchs poor* 

Buf. What from the Perfitn ^ 

jiuL He bends before your throne, andftr outTs^ighs 
The reft in tribute, and out-(hines in date. 

Buf^ Away I He fees me not ; 1 know his purpofe^ 
A fpy upon my greatnefs, and no friend : 
Take his-ambaiTador, and (hew him £gypt, 
In Memphis (hew him Tarious nations roer. 
As in a fea, yet not confined in fpace, 
But (beaming freely through the ipacious fireets^ 
Which fend iorth millions at es^h brazen gate. 
When e'er the trumpet calls ; high orer head 
On the broad walls the chariots bound afong, > 
And leave in air a thunder of my own : 
Jove too has pbur'd the Nile into my hand. 
The prince of rivers, ocean's eldeft fon : 
Rich of myfclf, I make the fruitful year, ' - 

Nor aik precarious plenty from the iky ' ■ ■ 
Throw all my glories open to his view. 
Then tell him, i»TCturn for trifics ofF(fer'd, 
I give htm this f and when a Ferfian arm 

[Gi'ves him a hem* 
Can thus with vigour its rehi^latice bend, 
And to the nerve its flubborn force fubdue, 
. Then let his mailer think of aHn«-*-but bring 
More men than yet e'er pour\i into the field ; 
Mean time, thaftk Heaven, our tide of conqueJI driret 
A different way, and leaves himftill a king. 
This to. the Perfian— — 'I receive the red, 
And give the world an anfwer. [Exit Bufirts. 

Mandane, atund^hy Priefis and her Firgins^ isjeenfacri*, 
fi^'i^g ^^ a diflanct* 

A Hynm t» Ifis isfmtg^ the Priiftsgo $ut. 

' Mandane, attended hy tut maids^ ad^anca^ 

Mand. My tooming doty to the gods is o'er^ 
'Ttt fiill this terror hsmgsu|^ coy SniIi . - 
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And faddena ^rexy xkoughtF^l ilUl, behold* 

The dreadful inia|e,,flUl the threatening fwocd j 

Points at my bVeaft, and glitters ia, mind eye. 

But 'twas a dream, no more. My virguis^ leaxji} me^ 

And thou, great Ruler of the world, bo prefer ! 

Oh, kindly (hine on this iiajpor^Dt hour ( 

^This hour determines all ray fu^ure^life^. 

And gives it up to mifery, or joy. , ./ ^[She adv^i;0lm, 

Thefe lonely walks, this deep and folem^ ^oom,: 

Where noon-day funs but gUmmer to the view. 

This houfe of tears, and mm^ii of the dead^ 

For ever hides him froi|) the, h^t^ed Ugbt^ 

And gives him teayo to groan. 

Back ^me ifa*bofi^ iMetJhe*tMs yimxx^litmbt^.im bisjk'^ 

■•-.■••.:, 3 ' 

Was ever fcene 

So mournful ! If^jny (xyd, the^dead Bfon^- 
Be all your care, life is no aK>rea blelBng. 
How could you fhoA me for this diftnal diadem 
And feek from love a^^refugie jn defpfti r f . 

Mem.^ Wity haii^^oiii>ff>4ght-thofe..eye« to thU 64 
place, ,,..,. 
Where darknefe dweUs, and^rief w^ttld fig^ feenfe^ . ' 
In welcome horrots^ and .beiovfd pight ? 
prhy beauties drive the friendly fhades before thern^ 
' And light up day. ^^ hese. R«t4re> my.lOvo^ . 
Each joyful momei^ I would Iharewith theOi 
My vi^^uQus maid, ^but JLwOuld laamKa <Mi9O0k 

Mand. WlK>t.hav»JJ(0(^ rlo^d in q»e f^ mMQ^ t(|lK|%r! 

?bat .while y 04^ fighj my-ioulc^ be a^p^ce:} 
our forroWs ^o^ /roifii j^our MandsM'^ a^res. 
Mem. Oh, n^ Mandate I ■ !.4iiix 
. -Ms^. Wherefore tur^^ yf»% fr^m.iJlC i« • 
'[Have I offended, pr are you. unVJndf . 
.'\Ali,Jtte'l A Sgbt a&ttfange, as pitiful 1 
From this big heart, o'efcharg'd ^ith generous forrow^ ; 
See the xide worki^ ^war4 to hfeo^fev 
And ilekling fVom him iu farge iilent drops, .. 
WithWt hw feavHt ?-ii-2Ca<w thofe teafs fSs^ iti i^n ? j 

Mem. Wi^^YMy^Viid^bWw^^eArt£si9hd'7a^ 
My grief my c|iaM>^l^.di&&si|mhg.f oa<^.:. '.' / .■: 



JMa yet I can't &shearl A4«»i tw)r :fatbeA ! 
muitna«Mr€acbie9.atrs ivbatia iiot!4ue* ' >' - ^ ^ 
U.dkatj great name, which life or deatl^oam piyf^ 
I Mdni, Speak ODy andeafeyourfth^ring^biisall'y it^vilk 
And finks agaii^^' ani) tBebSt IWeUBib.h^, 
lit boks as it would break. Ikskrinr 'oi&l^gT . .^ / .' 
With fontething you would irtie«i. . Oft 'uwma' ' ^ 
i bare prefum'd to^ailfr^ur»oui(n£ul ilooy^ !. 
%ut ever have been anfwer'd with a Snmtu i ' . .'• * 
Mem. Oh, my Mandane ! did my tale concenr ' ^ 
Jfyfelf ^ne»'h'wouUi&otr4iBrcon^ • < 

put 'tis wrapt up in guik:, id royal gutk, > ^ 

And therefore 'tis:Unlafe to* toiick upon'-t* - ^• 

To tell my tale, is to blow off the aflie*- • ^ 

iToMAfltttpi^lemberswhicli^biifrrin ftiinev • 
! At die Iflw bneitfi,,aii4- fpsead-^cAnn^Mon rounds • ""^ 
lut thou art faithfbly andmyot^erfelf; * f^ 
I And, Oh! my heart, this momoAibiisfo foliy' • ." *> 
it burfls ithh its ooinphiiatc^ and i jm'uii fp^dU > . ; c / . 
Ibrrj^,, the preftnt.queen, wailonly fifler 
I Of grepi Aj-metj* our latt roynl'IdrdT ' • ^ 

|Buiiris, who npw reigns, was iirft of males . r 

In lineal bloo<j^ .to which this in*awbdefboiMl8; * -> - : 
•(Not with long circumlkadct icziopd my!ilory> ' ri : ^i - ; 

Ambitious Myds&Pd Ilia diiri%foiiJlf * ' ' '^ • 
Andturn'd his fword 9gamA-}EKrhiuftha^9\if(ft - '< -'' ''^^ -* 

I Then mounting to the ty ram's bed and throne^ - 
£njoy'd her Qakaiy and tntuiiiph'd^in Herguiitt ' ^ '•■ • 
Mand, So black a^fiory weH mighttibaii the dajPr 

, Uem, Artaxes' friends (a yirtuouBJBuMfude) « 

Were fwept away by bani(hment, or deaths : 
InthroDgs, aofi &tcB the fkrvoorai|f gnnre* •. ^^ 

My father i t ' T buiiky IMimdaii^ qn yaw owfl^ 

Aftipjkd&nime!- [^^^<i 

The tyratttLtoaki^niey thdnKiffteiideryi^aw, '■ " - _ 

^ Andrear'droe withhisifohr (aian finoedead). « • • >« 

I Hevftinlyhop'dr by.fiiew^of guilty lundtiefa -' "^ 
To weas^aipray the blacKnefs of hia enme^ 
And reconcile rae,to my- fathes'a fiite ; .. . ^ 

Hence have I long l^een forc'd to ihiy my ^ngeatice, 
ToXi&a;}th my brow withfmiiea, ; aod curb ' my itddgudi - 
Whtferthe big woe lies throbbing at my heart* 

:Enter 
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\Eniir Pberon at u ilfiance. 

PbiT. So clofe ! fo loving I Here I ihuid iitifeett. 
And watch my riTfll*8 fare. t^S^ ' 

MfiB* 3ut thouy my fair. 
Thou art my peace in tumult^ life ia deaths -- 
Thou yet canft make me bkeft» 

Mand* Af how» my Lord f 

Mem. Ah! why wilt chouranfultxtte^ 

Mand. Memnqn ' ■■ » ■ h ■ 

Jf«w. %efdc* ' ■ w 
^ JJ^wA NatureibfUday aniwiie&lwDuIdbeg^n^ 
She ilifles all my fpirttSy and I £unt : 
My heart is breaking, but I cannot fpeak. 
Oh, let me fly.— — 

Mem* Yoii^piefteemetdiihefout. ^jSl^e^ ker. 

Mandn Qh4 ^areme&ira.m<}iiietUv^ttttiy't»^i^ 
Regains its wonted force, and \ willfpcalc. - ^ 
PheroD, you )ufDm^ k daily utgent with me, ' ' 

Breaks throHgb reflranitd, ' and will not be refoa'd. 

\9hitxffeLjb^ai ap'4€U e^inuxrn. 
Yet more, the prince^ the young impetuous prince^ 
Before his Either fent bint «>rth tO: war. 
And gave the Mode to bis dcftru6d3w« (word. 
Has often tauj^c bis tobgiie a fiiken :tale, 
t)efcended fronii himfelfv ^ud talk'd of love. 
^ Since laib I fiiw tb'eev - biai!iceiit»ous poffim • 
* Has baume4all «»yfdreai»a— *^ . 
This day the ^urt^ihmea forth in all its luAre, 
To welcome her jretumiiw' warrior home \ 
Alas, the maKce.ef our &rs ! , . . 

Mem. Toplapeit ' 

Beyond the power of fase to part oixr loves | ^ 
Be this our bridai night, my lifiE^!-««-4ny {&A\ 

Pier, ' Perdition, fetae-them tbotb 1 and bave I lov'd - 
So long, to caildi berin anbtbei's arins 1 
Another's arms. -fbrc^er! Oh, the pang !-^ , 
Heart-piercing fig^i-*4>ut rage fhali take its t!uni^-» 

It (hall be fo - <m d let die 'crime be his, 

Who drives me fo the black extremity ; 
I fear no fartbier hell than that ifeeU f£jr//. 

'. .• • Mem. 
3 
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Mem. Trembling I grafp thee, aud my attxiMs^evt 
Is dill in do^bt if I ipoy cjlll thee mine* 
Oh, blifs too great ! Ohi p^ioful ecftacy ! 
I know not what to utter. 
MafiJ, Ay, my Lord I 
What means. this damp that comes athwart my joy^ 
Chaftifing thus th^ li^htnefs of my heart ? 
I have a father, ahd a father too, 
Tender as nature ever fram'd.— His will 
Should be confi^lted. — Should! tpuch hU peace». 
1 fhould be wretched in my Memnm's arms. 
Mem. Talk not of wre$iJhedncf9% 
Man J. A!as ! this day 
Firft gave me birth, »ad ^^yhjch is ftrange fo fell). 
The fates e^er fince, as watching ina return. 
Have caught it as it flew, mi markM it deep 
\frith fomethioj; grejit, exuscmes of gppd or jlh 

Mem. Why fliQiLild wp bode misfor tuac tO Wt lo^W ? 
N«, I rjcceive theefr^ip thegp4s, in Uett 
Of all that happinefs (h^ mviili'cl from me i; 
Fame, freedoni, fi*thQr> all jsetjirn in thee. 
Had not the gods' Mand^pe tp beftpw. 
They nev^r wQwld ha^e pourM fucb vengeance 0jx mti 
They m^nt me thee, and fould pjot he £yere« 
Soon as mght'^ favpur^bl^ iliad^ iticcnit 
The holy prieft flwlj jpin pur h^nds for ever. 
And life (hall prove but on^lppg bridat-dajr^ . 
Till then, in fcenes of pleafureTofe thy grief^ 
Or ftrike thejiitc,| or fmite amopg the flowers, 
They*il fwe^ter {ixttXi, , ^d £iirer bjopm for thec# 
Alas ! I'm torn frpm jhis dear tipnder fide, 
By weighty reafons, .i^d jmpprtant calls, . 
Nay, even by lp.Tf i|fclf^— I cjuit thee now, 
But to defexye th^je ff\gx^* {7?£y e^niratf^ 

Mand. Your friends ^/e here, * [-E^// ]Viafl4« 

Mem. E3w:eJj€^j: i^fWnt^ t Low my Ca^l pants iwi 
But other paffions now begin their claiim, j^tbe^ i 

Dpubt, and difdain, and fotrpw, and revenge^,. 
With mii^p tyjiwjJx te.ar ytp ajl my hx^d^ i 
Oh, how unViKc the foftDeiTe^pf lovcl 
Kmtfr Syphoces. 
>^. HmL WWlhy afcmnon, 

^ B. Mm. 
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Mem. Wtlcomc, my Syphoces. 
And much I hope thou bring'li a bleeding heart, 
A heart that bleeds for others miferies, 
Bravely regardlefs of its own, though great. 
That firfl of charaaers. 

S^. And there's a fecond, 
Not far behind, to iufcue the diftrefsM, 
Or die. 

Mem, Yes, die ; and viiit thofe brave men. 
Who, from the firfl of time, havebathM their hands 
In tyrants* blood, and grafp'd their honed fwords 
As parr of their own being, when the caufe, 
The public caufe, demanded. Oh, my friend ! 
How long ihall £gypt groan in chains ? How long 
Shall her fons fall in heaps without a foe ^ 
No war, plague, famine, nothing but Buliris, 
H^s people's father ! and the date's defence ! . 
Yet but a remnant of the land furvives. 

Sypb. What havock have I feen ? Have we not knowft. 
A multitude become a morning's prey. 
When troubled red, or a debauch has fourM 
The monder's temper ? then 'tis indant death ; 
Then fall the brave and good, like ripenM corn 
Before the fweeping fcythc, not the poor mercy 
To (brve and pine at leifure in their chsiins. 
But what freih hope, that we receive your fummonf 
To meet you here this morning ? 

Mem» Ktiow, Syphoces, 
•Twas on this day my warlike father's blood. 
So often lavifh'd in his country's caufe. 
And greatly fold for conqued and renown ; 
'Twas on this execrable day it fiow'd ' 

On his own pavement, in a peaceful hour,* 
Smok'd in the dud, and wafh'd a ruffian's feet. 
This guilty day returning, rouzes all 
[ IMy fmother'd rage, and blows it to a flame. 
Where are our friends ? 

Syf^. At hand. Ramefes, 
Lad night, when gentle refl o'er nature fpread 
Her dill command, and care alone was waking. 
Like a dumb, lonely, difcontented ghod, 
Enter'd my chamber, and approach'd my bed ; 

z Wkk 
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With burfis of paffion, and a peal of groanfy 
He recollc^s his godlike brother's fate. 
The drunken banquet, and the midrjight murder^ 
And urges vengeance on the guihy prince. 
Such was the fellnefs of his boiling rage, 
Methought the night grew darker as he frownM. 

Mem. I know he bears the prince mofl: deadly hate ; 
But this will enter deeper in his foul, [S/?ews a Uutr. 

And rouze up paiTions, which till now have flept ; . 
Murder will look like innocence to this. 
Syph, How, Memnon ! 
Mem. This reminds me of thy fate ; 
The queen has courted thee with profierM realmt^ 
And lought by threats to bend thee to her will ; 
She languiihes, ihe bums, (he wades away 
In fruitlefs hopes, and dies upon thy name. 

Sypb. Oh, fatal love !, which flung by jealoufy^ 
Espeird a life far dearer than my own, 
Bycurfed poifo n ■ Ah, divine Apame ! 
And could the rourd'refs hope ihe ihould inherit 
This heart, and fill thy place within thete arms ?— 

But grief fliall yield Revenge, l*m wholly tkinp. 

Mem* The tyrant too is wanton in his age^ 
He (hews that all his thoughts are not in blood ; 
Love claims its fliare ; he envies poor Ramefes 
The foftneis of his bed ; and thinks Amelia 
A tniflrefs worthy of a monarch's arms. 

^pb. But fee, Ramefes comes, a fuUen gloom 
Scowls on his brow, and marks him through the dufk* 
Enter Ramefes, Pheron, aniothtr Confpirators. 
Mem. To what, my friends, fliall Memnon bid you 
welcome ? 
To tombs,' and melancholy fcenes of death ? 
I have nocoflly banqi.iets, fuch as fpread 
f rince Myron's table, when you brother fell- 

\To Ramefes. 
I have no gilded roof, no gay apartment. 
Such as the queen prepar'd for thee, Syphoces. 
Yet be not difcontent, my valiant friends, 
Bufiris reigns, and 'tis not out of feafon . 
To look on ought may mind us of our fate : 
His fword is ever drawn, and furious Myris 
'jPhinks the day loft that is not roark'd wkh blood. 

B a Ram. 
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Ram.' And h«vc we felt a tyrant twenty yearly 
Felt him, as the raw wound the bnrnrng fteel, 
And are we murmuring out our midnight cuTfes, 
Drying our tears in comers, and complaining ? 
Our hands are forfeited. Gods ! ftrike them off. 
No hands we need to fiaften our own chains^ 
Our matters will do that; and we Want fouls 
To raife th^m to an ufe more worthy men. 

Mem. Ruflies your temper at oflfences paft ? 
Here then, to fting thee into madnefs. 

[Gl*u^s the Letter, Ramefcs readu 

Earn. Oh ! 

Sypb. See how the ftrnggUng paffions fliakc his frame t 

Ram. My bofom joy, that crowns m^ happy bed • 
With tender pledges of our mutual love. 
Far dearer than my foul 1 and (hall my wife, 
The mother of my little iimocents, 
Be taken from us ! Torn ffom me ! from mittel 
Who live but on her fight! atid Ihatt I hear 
Her cries for fuccour, and not rulh upon him ^ 
My iiifant hanging at the neck upbraids me. 
And ftruggles with his little arms to favfc her, 
Thefe veins have ftill fomc gen 'rpus blood in ftorc, 
The dregs of thofe rich ftreams his wars have drainM % 
ril giv'tifl dowry with her. 

Pher. Well refol^d : 
A tardy vengeance (hares the tyrant's guitt. 

Ram, Let me embrace thee, Pheron, thou art brave^ 
And doll: difdwn the coldnefa of delay. 
Curfe on the man that calls Ramefes 'friend ^ 
And keeps his temper at a tale Kke this ; . 
When rage and rancour are the proper virtttCS, 
And lofsof reafon is the mark of men. ; 

Mem. Thus IVe determined ; when the midnight houfr 
Lulls this proud city, and her monarch dreams 
Of hnmbied foes, or his new miftrefs' love. 
Then we will rufli at once, let loofe the terrors 
Of rage pent in, andftruggling twenty years 
To find a vent, and at one dreadful blow 
Begin and end the war. 
A more aufpicious juh(5lure could not happen 
The Pprfijw. who for years has joinM our counftls, 

Stirred 
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SdrrM up the love of freedom^ anil in private 
Long nurs'd th« glorious appedte with goM, . 
This morn with traofpoft faatch'd the wiih'd occafioa 
Of throwing his refentment wide, and now 
He frowns in arms, and gives th' event to fate. 

Ram, This hand ihall drag the tyrant from the throne^ 
And flab the n^ralvi^m on this altar. 

[Pointing to the tomi^ 
. Metn^ Oh, j uftly though t ! Friends ca ft y.ouf eyesaroijnd^ 
All that moft awful is, or great in nature,. 
This folemn fcene prefents ; the gpds arc here^ 
And here our fara'd forefaihers* facred tombs y 
Who never brooked a tyrant in this land. 
Let us not a6t beneath the graad ai^Tembly I 
The flig^hted altars tremble, and thefe tombs 
Send forth a peal of groans to urge us on.^ 
Come then, lurround my father's monument^ 
And call his ihade to witnefs to your vows. 

Ram, Nor his alone. Oh, all ye mighty dead I 
niaftrious fhadcs ! who nightly flalk around 
The tyrant's couch, and (hake his guilty foul : 
Whether already you converfe; with gods 
Or flray below in mdancholy glooms, 
From earth, from air, from hea^^cn, and from helT^ 
Come, I conjure you, by the prisoner's ehaui,. 
The widow's fighing, and the orphan's t^ars, 
The virgin's fhrleks, the hero's fpouting veins^ 
By god> blafphem'd, and free-born men enflav'd. 

Mem. Hear,'Jov«, and you moftinpr'd heroes, hear. 
While we o^er this thrice balbw'd monument 
Thus join our hands^ and kneeling to the godii^ 
Faft bind o»r fouls tO'great revenge V 

All. Wefwear 

Mem. This night the tyrant and his minions bleed^ 
And flames (hall lay thofe palaces in dufl, 
Whofe gilded don»es now glitter in the fan./ 

Fher. So now ray foe is taken in the* toil; 
And I've a feccnd caft for this proud maid 
It is an oath well fpcnt, 9 perj^vy 
Of good account in vengeance, and in love*. ' [A/tJeh 
. Mkm. We wrong the mighty dead, if we permit 
Oiuneyes a£one to count this grand afletnbly ; 
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A thoufand unfeeii heroes waHc among ns ; 

My father rifes from his tomb, his wounds 

Bleed all afrefh, and confecrate the dav ; "" 

He waves his arm, and chides-our faray vengetnce j 

More than this world fhall thank us. Oh, my ^iendi ! 

Such our condition, we have nought to lofe. 

And great may be our gain, if this be great^ 

To crufli a tyrant, and preferve a ftj^te; 

To ftill the clamours of our father's blood. 

To fix the baiis of the public gpod, , 

To leave a fame eternal, then to Ipar, 

Mix with the gods, and bid the world adore* 

End of the Fisst Act. 
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. SCENE, ibi Palace. 

A magnificent Throne difc&fuered^ audfoaeredceuriitn vudA* . 
ing to andfirom \ 

£ff//r Syphoces and Ramefes* Shouts at a difiance* 

Rameses* 

WHAT means this dufl and tumult ki the court, ^ 
Thefe dreamers fooling in the wiod^ theie(hout9| 
The tyrant blawog in full infolence, 
And all his gaudy courtiers bafki»gfomid him, 
l^ike pois'nous isermin in a dogtday fun ?. 

Sypb. Your father and prince Myron are drrWd^ 
And with one peal of joy the nation riagt. 

fiam. Long has my father ferv'd this tyrant &iog» 
With zeal well worthy of a better caufe; 
Thibugh with his helm he hides a. hoary brow» 
!Long vers*d in death, the father of the f eld^ 
At the ihiill trumpet he throws off the weight 
Of fourfcore years, and fpringsupoo/he fioc» 
The tranfport danger ghres him, conqueniutuiei 
And a (hort youth boib up within his veins. 

§^h. Behold) this way they paft to meet the ki 

"lyroi 
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Ram* What pity Vis that one fo loll in gjAilt^ 
Should thus engage the %htwith manly charms , 
And make vice lovelv J^ ^^Looking 0h Mjtm^ 

SypK Pardon me, Kamefcs t 
Though to my foe, I nvuft be everjvft,- 
He's geaVoiis, grateful,^ afi^ble, aaid brave t 
But then be knows ao Umic to his paffion ^ 
The tempeft-beaten bark is not fb toTs'd 
As is his reafoo, when thofe winds arlfe : 
And though he draws a fatal fword in battle^ 
And kindles in the warm purfuit of fame,^ ' 
Pleafure fubdues him c^ite, the fparkliog ey«» 
And gen*rous bowl bear down his graver mio4^ 
While fiery fpirits dance along his veinft, 
And keep a conilant revel in his heart. 
^ Ram, But here the tyrant comes !-<-Wkk what exceft 
Of idle pride will he receive his fan ? 
How with big words will he fweUout chid comcgm&r 
And into grandeur puff his little tales. 

Enter Bufiris, and afcends the Throne ;. on the other fide^ 
enter Myron and Nicanor. 

" Bufi, Welcome^ my fon, greater partner of my famci^ 
I thank thee for th' increafe of my dominion^ . * • 
That now more mountains rife^ mo»c river* fioi^v 
And more fbars ihine in my fUll growing empife* 
The fun himfelf furveys it not at once^ 
But travels for the view, whilfl far disjoipM,. 
My fubjedis live unheard of by each other; 
Thefe wrappM in fliades, while thofe enjoy theiig|ht'| 
Their day is various, but their king the fame. 

MyrM Here, Sir, your thanks are due ; to thitdd antiy 
Whofe nerves not threefcore winter camps u&bcnd^ 
You owe your vidory, and I vt\y life» 
^ When my fierce couriTer, with a javelin ihingi 
Firft rear'd in air, then tearing with a bound 
The trembling.earth, plung'd deep amidft the fi>e^ 
And now a thpufand deaths from evVy iidie^ 
Had hut one %ark, and on my buckler rung ; 
Through the throng'd leg^ns like a tempeftrufli'd 

Thif 
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This friend, o*er gafpittg heroes, rolling fleeds, 
A lid fnatch'd nie from my fate. 

Buf. I thank thee, general, 
Thou haft a heart that fwells with loyalty, 
%And throws off the infe£tion of theie times ; 
But thy degenerate boy — ' 

JViV, No more tny fon, 
I cut him off, my gutlt, my punilhment. 
Look not, d/eadSir, on me through his offence i 
Oh, let not that difcolour all my ferTice, 
And ruin thofe who blame him for his crime 

Buf. Old' man, I will not wear the crown in Toift^ 
Sobjedts (hall work my will, or feel my pow'r. 
Their difobedience (hall not be my guilt ; 
Who is their welfare, glory, and defence ? 
The land that yields them food, and ev*ry dream 
That (lakes their thirft, the air they breathe is mine» 
Ajui IS concurrence to their own enjoyment. 
By due fubroiffion, a too great return ? 
Death and.de (Vru^Hon are within my call- 
But thou (halt flourilh in thy maft«r*8 fmile. 
A faithful minifter adorns my crown. 
And throws a brighter glory round my brow. 

'Nic. Take but one more, one fmall one to your favour^ 
A|id*then my foul*8 at peace — I have a daughter, 
Ari only daughter, now an only child. 
Since her loft brother's folly ; (he deferves^ 
The moft a father can for fo much goixlnefs r 
Her mother's dead, and we are left alone j 
^Vc two are. the whole boufe, nor are we two,. 
In her I live, the comfort of my age ; 
And if the King extend his grace fo far, 
And take that tender blo(rom into ftielter, 
•Then r have all my monarch can beftow^ 
Or heaj**n itfclf, but this; that I may wear 
My life's poor remnant out in yoiir command; 
Stretch forth^ my beinrg to the laft in duty,. 
And, when the Fates (hall iummon, die for you»- 

Buf^ Sicapor, know, thy daughter is^our care. . 

Myr* Oh, Sir, be greatly kind, exert your powV,, 

And with the monarch furnifli out the friend I 

ArttbiOttaothe,.that gallaat-nu0ded.chie£ [7^0 Nle. 

:^ Who 
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WhawoiiM i»t ftoop to give mc lefs than life ? 

And ftmll I pfove ungrateful ? Shocking thought f 

He that's ungrateful has no guilt but ooe, 

All other crimes may pafs fof rirtucs in hrm, 
Nicx What jov my daughter*8 prom iff*d welfare gives inej 

My lips I neca not open t6 diCcorer-*— 

Thus humbly let me thank you. 
Buf, Dry thy tears. 

And follow OS ; thy daughter's near our Queen, 

And longs, nO doubt, to fee thee ; blefs the maW^ 

And then attend us on aflairs of ftate/ 

1 fecar there*s tneafon near us ; though the flavca ' 

Fall off from their obedience, and deny 

That I'm theit monarch, I'm Bufiris ftilL 

Colleaed in myfelf, I'll ftand alone, 

And- hurl my thunder, though I (hake my throne r 

Like death, a folitary king Til reign " * . 

O'er fiteft t ri»bje6l&, and a defert phin ; 

Ere brook their pride, I'llfpread a gen'ral doom, 

And tY^ty Hep fnall be from tomb to tomb.' [Bxfu 

[Myr. and Aul. i\)ho talked aJUe^ advancem, 
MjfT, Her abfent beauties glowM upon my mind. 

And fparkled in each thought. She never left me >• 

Wouldft thou believe it > In the field of battle. 

In the mid terror, and the flame of fight, 

Mandanc thou haft ftol'n away my ibul. 

And left my fame in danger — My raisM arm 

Has hung in air, forgetful to^defcend, 
I And for a moment fparM the proftrate foe— 
: Oh, that her birth rofe equal to my own ! « 

i Then I mi^ht wed with honour, and enjoy 
I A lawful bhfs— *-and why not now ? Methinkd 
: Abfence has plac'd her in a fairer light, 

Enrich *d the maid, and heightenM cv*ry chatm* 
I M* She comes. 

I il^r. That modef^ grace fubduM my foul. 
I That chaftity of look, which feems to hang^ 
I Atifeil of pureft lighf o*er all her beauties, 
1 And by forbidding raoft inflames defirc. 
I -E/r/<r Mandane. ' 

What tender force ! What dignity divinei 

What viFt*i« coofecratit^ ev'ty featotc !: 

Around 
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Around thatnetk, what.droi« are gold and pearl f- 
Mandaoe ! Powerful beings whofe £rfl iight 
Gives me a tranfport.not to be cxprefs'd ;, 
' And with one moment over-pays a year 
Of danger, toil, and death , and abfence from Oi^c. 
^ Mand. My Lgrd> 1 fought my father* 

3^. Leave me not, 
I've much to fay, much more* than you conceive ; 
Yes, by the gods, much more than I can utter* 
My breath is Cnatch'd, i tremble, I expire : [^fde^ 

Nay, here l^ll offer tender violence—^ 

, [Takes har btini'^ 

May I not breathe my foul upon this hand. 
When your eyes triumph, and infult my paia ? 
Fermit mc here to take a fmall revenge, 

MaruL My Lord, I am not confcious of my fault. 
JWyrJ 'Tis fdlfe— -I know the language of thofc eyctt 
They ufeme ill — r-fee my heartbeat, Mandanef 
Believe not rae^ but tell your I'd f my paffion— — — 
Is it in art to counterfeit within ? 
To drive the fpirits, and inflame the blood ? 
!Each nerve ispiercM with light'aing from youreye^ 
And every pulfe is in the throbs of love. 

Mand> My Lord, my duty calls, I muft not fby. 
Jt^fyr. Give me a moment : I have that to fpeak 
Will burft mc if fuppreft-*— Oh, beav'nly maid-t 
Thy charms are doubled, fo is thy difdain 
Who i» it ? Tell mc who enjoys thy fraile ; 
There is a happy man, I fwear there is ;. ^ 
I know it by your coldnefs to your friend——" 
That thought haa fix'd a fcorpion on my hearty . 
That ftings to death-r — and. is it poflible 
You ever fpoke of Myron in his abfence. 
Or caft, at leifure, a light thought that way ? 

M€Lnd, I thought of you^ my Lord, and of my father. 
And pray*d for your fuccefs \ nor muft I now 
Negled to give him joy. 

Myr. Yet flay, you fhall not go— Ungrateful woman 1 
I would not wrong your father ; but by heav n 
His love is hatred if compar*d with mine. 
I uuderfland whence this unkiailnefs flows ; 
Your heart refenca fome licence of my youth^ 

Whca 



; B U ^ I R 1 S. . ifj 

*WKcn love had tbuch'd my brain. YoU may -forgive «tiC| 

Becaufe I never fhall forgive myfelf ; 

Butthat you live, IM rufli upon my fword, 

Tf you forgive me, I (hall now approach. 

Not as a lover oniy, but a wretch 

Redecm'd frem bafenefs to the ways of honour^ 

And to my paffion join my gratitude/ 

Each time I kneel before you, I (liall rife 

As well a better as a happier man, 

Indebted to youY virtue and your love. 

M.2nd, 1 mud not hear you. 

Myr, Oh, torment me noti 
Hear me you rauft, and more— Your father^s valour^ * 
In the late battle, refcu'd me from death : 
And how fhall I be grateful ? Thou'rt a princefs . ' — 
Think not, Mandane, this a fudden flat t, 
A flafii of love, that kindles and expires : 
Long haye I wei^h'd it • Cnce I parted hence. 
No night has pafs*d but this has broke my reft. 
And mix'd with ev*ry dream. My fair, I wed thee 
In the matured coi^nfel of my fouL 

MuAii. Ol?, gods, I tremble at the riling florm ! 
Where can this end ? [4^<ft5j 

Myr^ And do you then defpife me ? 

Mand. My Lord, I want the courage to accept 
What fartranfcends my merit, and for ever 
Muft fiiently upbraid my little worth. 

Myr. Have I forfook myfelf, foregone my tcrapef^ 
Headlong to all the gay delights of youth, 
And faU'n in love with virtue moft fcvere ? 
TurnM fupWditious to make thee my friend } 
Gods ! have I ftruggled thro* the pow'rful reafons 
That ftrongly combated my fond rcfolves ? ^ 
Wa$ wealth o'erlook'd, and glory of no weight. 
My parent's Crown forgot, and my own conquefb, 
And all to be ref u&M ; to (both your pride, 
And make my rival fport ? 

Mand. With patience hear me ; {Kieeb^ 

Nor let my'-truft In Myron prove my ruin. 

J$r. DiftraSioal Art thou marry 'd ? 

Mamd. Okl 
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J^'. K^y b»rt fi^etqld it— Ab, wy fQul4 Aulctes*^ 

^uh Madam, ^m piu4eat in you lo wuhdravv, 

[Exit Mandl^ne. 

il^r. I do not live— I cannot bear the light ! 
Where is Mandane ^ But I would not know. 
She is not mine. Yet tho' jaot mine in love. 
Revenge, my juft revenge, tnay overtake her. 
Oh, how I hate he^ ! L^t me know her faults^ 
Did the proud maid intTult mc i^ diftr^fs^ 
And fmile to fee me gaiping ? 5peak> A«ktP% 
Did fhe not figh ? Sure (he roight piqr rnc^ 
Though ail her loyeis i^ow anpthie?? right. 

AuL She (igh'dMnd wept j but I removM her from yQU* 

Jl^r. It was well done. Yet I could ga?:e for ever. 
And did (lie figh, sipd did (he djop a t^ar f 
The tears (lie iiied for nie are furely inioe ; 
And (hall another dry them on.thoie cheek?., 
And make them an excufe fcr ^e^ter foadneft I 
Shall I ;)A{1 the villain in his jpys i 
No, I will tear her from him, 
I'd grudge her beauties to the ^% that ggve them. 
y AuL My Lord, have temper. 

A^r. And another's p;»ffioo 
Warm on that Up ! another's bur»i»g 4i*mB 
"Strain'd round the lovely waift.fqr which I di^ 
And (he contenting, wpoing, grornqg to him \ 
Whsu golden fcen.es, \yhej> «ibjfent» 5d I feign ! 
What lovely pictures did I draw in air ! 
What luxury of thopght ! ^i>d fee n)y ftte \ 
Shall then my flave enjoy her, and J lapguifti 
In my triumphal c^r, my foot o.n purple^ 
And o'er my head a canopy of gpld ; 
Face in my nod, and QionjLrchs in my train ? 
What if 1 flab Wm ? No ; (lie jyil.I notwe4' 
His murderer. I nevcj: f&rm'd a wiA^ 
But full fruition taught me to ickT&t itj 
A»d Uti I le(ren'd by n>y Utc fiACfelJi ? 
And have I loft my coAq[«fift? FI^i AvtetiC«» 
And tell her— -^ 

AuU What, my Lord? 

-jj^r. No, bid her ■ ■■ . . 
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AuL Speakk 

A^« Iknownotwliat. My hciprt b torn afqnder. 
jiuL Retire, nay Lord, and recompofe ypurfelf ; 
The Queen approach^* Ua \ ber bofom fwellB, 

[£A^/Myipn# 
Her pale lip tremblef, adilbrderM hafie 
Is in her fteps ; her e3re8 (hot gloomy fires ! 
When Myris is in anger, happy they 
She calls her friends. 

E«tir Queen* 
^een. Auletes^ where's thelCing ? 
Aid* At council. Madam. 

^en. Let him know I want him. [JE.V// AuU 

Bafe I to forget to whom he owes a crowo ! 
Tool ! to provoke her rage whole hand is red 
la her own brother's blood ! 

Enter King and Pheron. 
^tt^. Horrid confpiracvl 

Pber. This night wasdeftin'd for the bloody, deed; 
King. Miflaken villa^as 1 if they wiOi my death, 
They ihould, in prudence, lay their weapons by. 
So jealous are the gods of Egypt's glory, 
I cannot die while flaves are arm'd againft me. 
Halle, Pheron, to the dungeon, plunge them down 
Far from the hopes jof day; there let them lie 
Banifh'd this world, while yet alive, and groan 
I In darknefs and in horror ; let double chains 
Confume the fldh of Miemnon's loaded limbs. 
Till death (hall knock them o(r. A king's thy friend; 
Nay, more, Bufiris. Go, let that fuflice. . [fiir/zPher. 
^een. My Lord, your thought'^ engaged. 
King, Affairs of ^ate 
Detained me^from my Queen. 

^en. The world may wait : 
IVc a.reque(l, my Lord* 
King* Oblige me With it. 
^een. Will you comply ? 
King. My Queen, my pow'r is yours. 
^een. Your Queen ? / 

King, My Q^cn. 
^en. Indeed, it (hould be ^o. 
Then fign thefe orders for Amelia'^ dp^th. 

C He 
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He flarts, turns pale, he^s finkiDg into earth ! 
Enougli ; begone, and fling thee at her feet ; 
Doat on my (five, and fue to her for mercy. 
Go, pour forth all the follv of thy, 'foul ; 
But bear in mind, thou giv*ft not of thy pwn ; 
^hou giv'il that kindne^ which I bought with bloody 
Nor ihall I lofe unmovM. 

^ifg' I wifti, my Queen, 
This llill had flept a fecrct for thy fake ; 
Butfincethy reftlefs jealoufy ot foul 
Has been fo iludious of its own difquiet, 
Support it 88 you may. I own I've felt 
Amelia's charms, and think them worth my lore. 

^een. And dar'ft thou bravely own it too ! Oh, ittfult ! 
Forgetful man ! 'tis I then owe a crown ! 
Thou hadft ftill grovell'd in the lower world, 
And view'd a throne at diftance, had not I 
Told thee thou wert a man, and (dreadful thobght I) 
Thro' my own brother cut thy way to empire : 
But thou raight'ft well forget a crown beftow'd ; 
That gift was fmall ; I liften'd^o thy fighs, 
And rais'd thee to my bed. 

Kirrg, I thank you for it. 
The gifts you made me were not cad-away ; 
I underfland their worth. Hufband and king 
Are names of no mean import ; they rife high 
Into dominion, and are big with pow'r.— — 
Whate'er I was, I now am King of Egypt^ 
And Myris' Lord. 

Sueen, I di<am ! Art thou Buftris ? 
Buliris, that has trjembled at my feet, 
And art thou now my Jove with clouded brow, 
Difpenfing fate, and looking down on Myris ? 
Doft thou derive thy fpirit from thy crimes ? 
"Caufe thou hafl wrong'd me, therefore doft thou threaten. 
And roll thine eye in anger ? Rather bend, 
And fue for pardon. Oh, deteftable ! 
Burn for a ftranger's bed ! 

King, And what was mine. 
When Myris fiifl vouchfaf'd tofmile on me ? 

.^reM. Dillradtion ! death ! upbraided for »y love ! 
Thou art not only criminal, but bafe. 

Mine 
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Mine was a godlike guilt ; ambition in it ; 

Its foot in hell, its head above the clouds ; 

For know, I hated when I moil carefs'd : 

'Twas not Bufiris, but the crown, that charmed me^ 

And fent its fparkling glories to my heart. 

But thou canil foil thy diadem witik flaveiu 

King. Syphoces is a king then. 

Slueen. Ha! 

Kirdg. Let fair Amelia know the King attends her. 

^ifn, Go^ tyrant, go, and wifely, by thy (hame. 
Prepare thy way taruin : rilo'ertakc thee. 
Living or dead ; if dead, my ghofl fliall rife. 
Shriek in thy ears, and ftalk before thy eyes: 
Iq death I*ll triumph o'er my rival's charms, 
And chill thy blood, when clafp'd with n her arms. 
Alone to fuffer is beneath the great ; 
Tyiant, thy torments Aiall fupport my flate. [£«/^ 

End of the Seco^td Act, 



ACT III. 

SCENE, ibi GeneraPs K^ufe. 

Enter the King. 

King. 

HERE dwells my dubborn fair ; V\\ footh her pride^ 
And lay an humbled monarch at her feet. 
But let her well coniider» if (he*s flow 
To welcome blifs, and dead to glory^'s charms. 
Then my refentment rifcs in proponion 
To this high grace extended to my flave, 
And turns the force of her own charm!* agalnft hen 
Monarchs may court,, but cannot be deny'd. 

Enter the Queen •veiled. 
Amelia, dry thy tears, and lay afide 
That mekncholy v^il— Ha, Myrii ! ' 

j^f^Jt. Myris— <^ 
A name that ihould like thumier ilrike thine ear, 
And make thee tremble in this guilty place. 
But wherefore doftthou diink I meet thee here f 

Q z Not 
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Not with tncftn fight and deprecsting tears 
To humble me before thee, and iticreafe 
The number of thy flaves, in hope to break . j 

Thy refolution, and avert thy crime ; 
But to denonnce, if thou ftialt dare perfiiV, 
Theveng^nce due to injur d Heav'n and me; 
And by this warning double thy offence. 
Think, think of vengeance, 'tis the only joy 
Which thou baft left me ; I*m no more thy wife. 
Nor Queen ; but know, I am a woman flill* 
f.nter Auletes, 

jfuL May all the gods watch o'er your Vife and empire^ 
And render omens vain ! So fierce the (lorm. 
Old Memphis from her deep foundations fbsdces^ 
And fuch unheard of prodigies hang o'er us, 
As make the boldcft tremble. See, the moon^ 
Robb'd of her light, difcolour'd, without form» 
Appears a bloody (ign, hung out by Jove, 
To fpeak peace broken with the fons of men ; 
The Nile, as frighted, (brinks within its banks ; 
And-as this how I pafs'd great Ife' tem|>}e9 
A fudden flood of lightning riiih'd.upon it, 
And laid the fhrine m :I(hes* 

Kittg. Oh^ mighty Kk ! 
Why all thcfe iigns in nature ? Why this tumult 
To tcM me I am guilty ? ff my croxi^ 
The Fates demand, why letthem take it back* 
M^ drowo, iiideed, I may religQ ; but,- OK I ' 

Who can awake the deao ? ""'^ ' mm , i n , 
'Tis hence thefe fpedbesrihbek tiy tnldn^^t thaagfat»| 
And nature^s laws are brok« to difcotnpofe me ; 
•ris I that whirl thefe hurricanes in air, 
And fhake the earth's foundations with my guilu 
Oh, Myria, ^ive me back- my ionoceoce ! 

^re», I bought it with an en)[Rre* 

Kinz* Cheaply fold ! 
Why didft thou urge my lifted arm to fhike 
The pious King, when my own heart reeoil'd ? 

^e«. Why did you yield when ttfgM, aiifl by*«W»- 
You that are vain of your ftiperior Teafon^ [man i 

And fwell with the prerogative of man. 
If you facceed, our counf^l i$ of iiougbt| 

You 
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Yoi! own it, not accepted, tbo* enjoy *d ; 

But (leal the glory, and deny the favour $ T 

Yet if a fatal confequence attend, 

Then we're the aathors ; then your treachVous pralfe 

Allows us fenfe enough to be condjzmn'd. 

King, *Tis prudent to diilemble with her fuiy, 
And wait a forter feafoa for my love. . . [Afide^ 

Bid Ifis* pri€als attend their King's devotions : 
ril fooih with facrifice the angry pow'rs. 
Swift to roy dungeons ; bid their darkfome womb^ 
Give up rhe numerous captives of my. wars ; 
Ten thoufand lives to Heav'n devoutly pour. 
Nor Jet the facred knife grow cool from blood, 
Till fevenfold Nile, infedted with the (lain. 
In all his breams flows purple to thie niain. {^Exitw 

^een. Thin artifice 1 I know the fswrificc . ; 

You moll intend. But I will da(h your joys : 
Thou, vi<^im^ and thy iroddefs, both (hall feel me. 
jitti. Madam, the Pridce. ) 

j^r«», Andis heftillaffli(3ed? ' * 

JtuL It grieves your faithful fervant to relate it : 
He flruggles manfully, but all in vain ; 
Sometimes he calls his mufic to his aid, 
He ftrircs with martial flrains to fire his blood, * , 
And rouze his foul to battle : 

Then, he relapfes into love again, « 

Feeds the difeafe, and doats upon his ruin* . . 

^ueen. Why feeks he here the caufe of all his forrows I 
AuU He feeks not here Mandane, but her father ; 
For friendihip is the balm of all our cares. 
Melts in the Wound, and foftens ev'ry fate* 

\Marual Mufcp 
Enter Myron at a dlftacne. 
^een. Heav'ns, what a glory blazes from his eye I 
What force, what majefly in ev'ry motion I 
As at eath flep he trod upon a foe ! 

Hi/fyr, Oh, that this ardor would for ever laft! 
It ihail, nor will I curfe my being more ; 
Chain'd kings, and conquered kingdoms are before me ; 
I'll bend the bow, and launch the whiftling fpear. 
Bound o'er the mountains, plunge into the ftrcam» 
Wbc<^ thickefi faukhions glean^, and helmets b}az«, 

C 3 Ktt(k 
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Ruih in, and find^imiifenTettt from my pain* 

I'll number my own heart among my foes. 

And conquer it, or die. £ExiU 

^etn. The thoughts of war 
Will foon diilodge the fkir^one from his hreaft. 
But this has brdten^ia on my intent--—^ 
J would remind thee-of my late commands. / 

AmL Madiim, 'tis needlefs to remind yout^ave: 
At dead of night- 1 fct the pris'nen free. 

^en. Yes, (etthe prii'ners free ; *ti9 great rercngc. 
Such as my foul pants after 'It becomes nre. 
Oh, it will gall the tyrant ! fbb him home I 
And if oneiric of gratitude furvives. 
Soften Sypboces to my fond defire, 
The tyrant's torment is my only joy ; 
Ycgoas! orletmeperrlhordellroy. 
Or rather both ; for what has life to^oaft. 
When riceis taftelefs-grown, ^nd Tirtue loft ? 
Glory and wealth I call upon in Tain, 
Nor wealth nor glory can appcafe my pain ; 
My every joy upbraids me with my guilt, 
And triumphs tell me facred blood is fpilt. iExh Quccn» 
Enter Bfyron, 
il^. The ihining images « war are fled, * 
The fadnting trumpets languifii in mine ear, 

The banners furl'd, ^nd all the ^ghtly blaze 

Of burniih'd armor, like the fcttin g fun, 

Ifrfenfibly is vaniftiM from my thought : 

JSFo battle, liege, or d^orm fufiain my foill 

In wonted grandeur, and fill out my brea'ft ; 

But foftnet's fleals upon -me, meriting down 
«My rugged heart in languifliment and fighs^ 

And pours it out at my Mandane's feet. 

I fee her e*(6n this moment fland before nle^i 

Too fair for fight, and fatal to behold. 

I have her here, I clafplier in my arms^ 

And in the madnefs^of excefiiye love. 

Sigh out my heart, and bleed with tendernefs^ 

Aul, ^My Lord, too much you chefifli this delufioiH 

She 18 another's; 

Myr, Do not tell me fo ; 

Say fiathtr (he is <de«d ; . each heav^hly charm 

Tir-i*d 
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TumM into iiorror ! Oh, the parn of pains* 
Is when the fair-one whom o«r foul islond of 
Oivestranfporty and receives it from another T 
How doeatny foul buroiipAvlch ilroogdeticc^ 
Now (hrink into itfelf, »Qwi>la«e a^ain I 
I'll tear and rend the firings that tie mc to h^r i 
If I *ftay longer here, I am tindone. 

j^s he is ^^ing^enter ^xcztior* 
NicMy Prince, (and tincefiich honours yoq vouchraf<j| 
My friend ,* I hav6 pref uni'd upon your f avou r : 
This, is niy daughter's birth -day, and this night 
I dedicate to joys which ever languifh. 
If you refufe to crown them with your prefence. 
lif^, Nicanpr, I was warm on other thoughts——* 
3V/V. I am flill near ydu in the day of danger^ 
Itf toilfohie marches, and the bloody Held, 

When nations againfl nations clafli in arms^ 

And half a people in one groan expire : 

Why am I, with your helmet, thrown a1ide> * 

Caft off, and ufelefs in the hour of peace f 
ifc^v. Since then you prefs it, I mirfl' be your^utff— ^ 

Methinks I labour^ as I onward move. 

As under check of fome controulit^ pow^r* \jifiA^ 

What can this^mean ? Wine may relieve my thoughts,. 

And minh and con verfe lift my foul again» [JJa^^im^ 

S'he hack Scene drePvoSytmddifcototrt^Ban^U ' ^ 

Enter Mandane richly drejjed^ 
Mand, Itwas ttus^day that gave me Ufe-; thk ddy * 
Should give^ much more, fhould give me Menanon toe t 
'But 1 am rivaled by his chains^ they clafp 
The hero round, (a cold, unkind embrace X^ 
And but an earned of far worfe to come« 
While he, my foul, in dungeon darknefs clos'd. 
Breathes damp unwholefome Heams, and Uvea on Yx&s^^^ 
I am compell d to fuffer ornaments, 
To wear, the rainbow,, and to blaze in gemf > , 
To put on all the fhihing guilt of drefs. 
When *tis almofl a crime that I flill live. 
Thefe eyes, which can*t diifemble, pouring fbrtH 
The dreadful truths are honeft to my heait* 

Thefe 
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Thefc robcSj'Oh, Memnon ! are Mandane's ctains. 
And loady ami gall, and wring hier bleeding heart. 

[Exit Mandan^* 

Enier Myron, Nicanor, AuleteSi (sfc They take 
their Pla<es, 

Nic, Sound louder, found, and waft my wi(h to HeaT*n* 
Hear me, ye righteous gods, and grant my pray*r : 
For.cver dime propitious on my daughter, 
Frote6t her, profper her, and when I'm dead. 
Still blefs me in Mandahe's happinefs. 

I77je howl goes round. Mtijk* 
Hade, call my daughter ; none can tafle ot joy. 
Till fhe, the miftrcls of the teaft, is with us. 

[A Servant brings Nicanor a Utter ; bt 'read* itm 
The King*s commands at any hour are welcome, 

Jl^r. Not leave us, General \ 

^ic. Ha ! the Kng here writes me, 
The difcontertted populace, that held 
O'er midnight bowls their defperate cabals, ^ 

Are now in bold defiance to his power. 
Amid the terrors of this ftormy night, 
Ev*n now, they deluge all yon weftern vale, 
*And form .a war, impatient for the day. 
The fprcadSng poifon too has caught his troops, 
•And the revolting f6ldiers (land in ajfms 
Mix'd with 'Seditious citizens. 

A^T". Your call is great, ^ 

Enter Mandane. Myron ^arts from his Seat in di/orSer^ 

• Mand* Oh, Memnon ! how (liall I become a banquet, 
Supprefs my^brpow, and comply with joy ? 
Severcft fate ! am I deny'd to grieve ? \AJide. 

Nic, Be comforted, my child, I'll foon return. 
Why doft thou make me blufti ? I feel my tears 
Run trickling down my cheek. 

iWyr. I muft away': 
Her fmiles were dreadful, but her tears are death, 
1 can no more. I (ink beneath her charms. 
And feel a deadly fickncfs at my heart, [AJide to Auletes* 

Nic. Your cheek is pale, 1 dare not let you part. 
You ^rc not well. 
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Myr, A fmall indlfp^iton ; 
Ifoon (hall throw it from me. Farewcl, Ocacra! ; • 

Conqueft attend your arms. 

Nic. You fhall not leave 
Your fervant's roof; 'tis an uftWholefome air 
And my ajpartment wants ft giveft* 

hfyr. Nicanor, 
If health returns, I fhall n<K prefs my conch , 
And hear of difttfnt eonqaefls ; hut overtake thee. 
And add new terror to the front of war. 

Nic, Mean time, you area guardian to my child ; 
Let her not mifs a father in my abfence ; 
Slfe's all my foul holds dear. 

Both, Farewel. Farewcl. lEmiraee» 

[Nicanor waiis on Myron ^ ti*e Stage^ andreturrrSm . 

AT/V. My child, I feel a tcndernefs at heart 
I neTcr felt before. Come near, Mandane, 
Let me ga2^ on thee, and indulge the father. 
Thy dying mother with her clay -cold hanid 
Prefs'd mine, then turmng on thee her faint eye, 
Let fall fei tear ti iofn&tit^^ -and etpif 'd. 
IcMmoilove thee well enoQgh ; her grace 
Softens thy cheek, «ttd li^s wi^ia thine eye. 
Let me embrace you both^^My heart o'ei^QWis-*-w 
If IflMiilii foil— —fby mother^s ntonnmcnt— — 
But I (halMLill thy tendemrfil— — No more-*— • 
Nay, do not weep, I fhall cecum a^n, 
And with tny deareft child fit down in peace,^ 
And long enjoy hergeoditefs. 

Maud. If the gods 
Regard your daughter's ferrenttowf, j^u will. 

Nic. Farewel, tny only care ; my foul is with thee j 
Kegud yourfblf, and you remember me. {^ExH^, 

Enter Myron ami Auletes. 

Mfr. No place can.gireme eafe; myrefHcfs thoughts- 
Like working billows in a troubled fea, 
Toffcs me to arid fro, nor know I whither. 
What am I, who, or where ? Ha ! where indeed I 
But let me paufe, and afkmyfelf again 
If I am well awake— '—Impetuous blifs ! '^'"^ 

My heart leaps up, my mourning fptritsJsfhze ! 
My Ibul ia in a tempcft'of delight ! 

AuL 



1 



34 B tr s r R I s. 

Aul My Lord, you tremble, and your eyes betray 
Stran^^e tumults in your breail. 

Myr. What hour of night ? . 

AuL My Lord, the night's far fpeRt. 

Myr* The gates arc bafr'd, 
And all the huufhold is compos'd to reft ? 

Auh All ; and the great Nicanor's owi) apartment, 
Proud to receive a royal gueft, expels you, ! 

Myr, Perdition o» thy foul for naming him ! i 

Nicanor f Oh, I never (hall fleep more I , . 

Defend me ! Whither wandcrM my bold thoughts ! \ 

Broke loofe from reafoa, how did they run mad f ] 

And now they are come hom^e^ all arm'd with iiings, | 

And pierce my bleeding heart-*-— i 

I ,beg the gods to djiappoint my crime, 
Yet almoft wijh them deaf to n|^ deOre : \ 

1 long, repent ; repent, and long again ; 
And every moment differs from the lail* 
1 muft no longer parley with deftru^ion. | 

Ajj^etes,"feiae me, force me to my chamber, 
--^rtere chain me down, and guard me fron^ myfelf ; 
Hell rifes in each thought ; 'tis time to fly. [ExtwiU 
Enter Mapdane and Ramefes. 

Ram. I hope your fears have gW'n a falfe alarm* 

il/tfn^,.. You've. heard my frequent vLfions of the nigbt. 
You know my father's abfence, Myron's pafiion ;^ 
Jufl now I met him ; at my fight he fiar-ted, 
Then with fuch ardent^ eyes he wander'd o'er mc. 
And gaz'd with fuch malignity of love, 
Sending his foul out to me in a look 
So fiercely kind, L trembled, and retir'd. 

Ram^ No more ; my friends (which, ^% I hate informM | 
The Queen, to gall the tyrant, has fct free) [you, ' 

Are lodg'd within your call ; th' appointed lignal, i 

If danger threatens, brings them to your refcue. 

Mand, Where are they ? 

Ram, In the hall beneath yowr chamber.. 
Memnon alone is wanting ; he's providici^ .-. 
For your efcape before the morning dajvn. . 
The reft in vizors, fearing to be known, 
Have ventur'd thro* the llreets for ypur.prote^on. 
Mand. Aufpicious turn ! thea I agaiu /am happy, 

' * ' Rami 
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Ram, Aufptcioufi turn indeed ! nnd what co mpltes^ 
TThe happine^ , the bafe man that betray M us 
*rhi8 arm laid low : I watch'd him from the King ; 
I took him warm, while he with lifted brow, 
ConfefsM high thought, and triumph'd in his mien ; 
1 thank'd him with my dagger in his heart. ^ 
*Tb late ; refreQi yourfelr with fleep, Mandanle. 

. . [£*// Mandane, 

So^ 'tis rcfolv*d, if Myron dares attempt 
So black a crime^ it juflifies the blow : 
He, dies, and my poor brother's ghoft fhall fmile. 
This way he bends his fteps ; I hate his fight. 
And (hall, till death has made it lorely to me. [£^'^ 

Enter Myron and Auletes. 
Mjfr, Oh, how this paffion, like a whirlpool, drives mej 
With giddy, rapid motion, round and round, 
I know not where, and draws in all my foul ! 
I reafon much, but reafon about her; 
And where (he is, all reafon dies before her ; 
And arguments but tell me I am conquered.— 
So black theiiight, as if no ftar e'er (hone 
In all the wide expanfe ; the lightning's flafli 
But (hews the darknefs, and the buriling clouds 
With peals of thunder feem to rock the land. 
Not beails of prey dare now from ihelter roam, 
But howl in dens, and make the forells groan. 
What then am I ? A monfter yet more fell 
Than haunts the wilds ?— — I am, and threaten more--* 
My bread is darker than this dreadful night, 
And feels a fiercer tempeft rage within-— 
I muft — I will— This leads me to her chamber p ■ 
Did not the raven croak } [Starting* 

Aul. I hear her not. 

Myr. By Heav'n, methinks earth trembles under me ! 
Ai^ake, ye Furies j you are wanting to me ; 
Oh, finifh me in ill f Oh, take me whole ! 
Or, gods, confirm nie good without allay, 
Nor leave rac thus at variance with myfelf ! 
Let me not thus be dafli'd from fiAc to fide 
The old man wept at parting, kneel'd before mc. 
Confided in me, gav€ her to my care. 
Nor long fince fav'd my life— and doubt I ilill ? 

I I'm 
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And rather groaa for ever la thcdufi, » 

And float the marble parerneot with nw teai9^ , 
Than rife into a inojrxfbr. ' [Flii^s hwifilf dav^m^ 

^MsmA^XitpaJing at a difianee^ J^k$ t9 'a Strnfontif 

Man. Well, obferve me, 
Jt^lOJC the jriling fun tay Lord arrives. 
To feal our vows | the holy prieft is with biian» > 

Watch to receive them at the weflern gate. 
And privately condu6t them to my chamber* 

lExeuni Mandaiic 4nd^er*v99ti 

il^r. [Starting up,"] Ob, torments, racka and flames 1 
then iUe expeds him 
With open arms ! Am I cafl oat for ever, ^ 
tor evcrmuft dcfpair, unlef$.I fnatch 
The prefent moment? She is all prepared. 
Her wiflies waking, and her heart on flee ! 
That pow Vful thought fweeps heav*n and hell before it. 
And lays all open to the Prince of Ij^ypt, 
Born to enjoy whatever he delires. 
And fling tear, anguifli, and remorfe^behind him* 
I fee her midnight drefs, her flowing hair, 
Her flacken'd bofom, her relenting mien ; 
All the forbidding forms of day flung ofl* 
For yielding foftnefs . . ■■lOh^ Tm all confu fion! 
I (hiver in each joint !— Ah, flae was made ^ 
T^ jufiafy tke blacked crimes, and gild 
Ruin and death with her de{lru45^ive charms ! 

AuL You'll force her then ? 

Myt:^ Thou villain, Jput to think it— ^ 
No, I'll folicit her with all my pow'r ; 
Cbnquefl and crowns ihall fparkle in her fight*. 
If (he coHiient, thy Prince is blefs'd indeed, 
Takes wing, and tow'rs above mortality I * 
If flie reflfl, I put an end to pain, 
And lay my breath lefs body at her feet. 

Mandane poffing at a diftance to her CUMtmter 5 Myron 
meets /jer, 

Mand: Is this well done, my Lord ? 
Myr. Co^c^mn me not 

' Before 
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Before you .bear me : let this pofture tell you^ 
Vm not fo guUty a« perhaps your fears^ 
Your cominenidable^ modei^ fears fufpe6l* 
Nay do not go you know not what to do : 
I would receive a favour, not conflratn itti 
Return, or good Nicanor, befi of fathers. 
Shall charge you with the murder of his friend. 

Mand, Andtiare you then pronpunce thatfacred nangei 
And yet pcr^ft ? Were you his mortal foet 
What could your malice more ? 

ik^. Oh, fairMandane! 
I know my fault, I know your virtue too ; 
But fuch the violence of my diforder. 
That I dare tempt e*en youi Methinka thatguilt 
Has fomethin^ lovely which proclaims your pow V ■■ ^ 
But touch me with your hand, I die with bli&« - 
Why fwells your eye ? By Heav'p, Vd rather fee 
All nature mourn, than you let fall a tear 1 
I ourn I'm mad, but I am mad of love* 
You can't condemn me more than I myfelf j 
Id that we are agreed, agr^e in all. ' 
Condemn, but pity mc ; rcfent, but yield ; 
For, Ofa, Ij2urn, I rave, I die withiove 1 ^ 

Matui. Oh J Six \ ■ 

Myr, Nay, do not weep fo ; it will kill fne ; 
This moment,' while I fpeak, my eyes aje darkened ; 
I cannot (ee thee ; and my trembling limbs 
Refufe to bear their weight : all left of life ' 
Is that I love : if love was in our pow'r. 
The fault were mine ; (ince not, you muft comply. 
How godlike to beilow more heavenly joys 
Than you can think, and I fupport^ and live ? 

Matti/, Oh, how can you abufe your facred realba^ 
ThatpartideofHeav'n, that foufof Jove, , j 

To varniih o'er, and paint fo Uack a crime ! 
Oh, Prince 1 / 

Ifyr, What (ays Mandane ? . »] 

Mand. ^ Sir, bbferve me. 
My buriHpg fighs, and ever-fireaming tears. 
Your noble natura has with pity feen ; 
But would they not work deeper in your foul. 
Were yaii coB^nc'd my forrows d^w for you i 

D tor 
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For yoU| my^Ldt^^ Ihcy flo«r ; (or I am fafc ; 

il know you are ,ftif prisM) they flow for you : 
iyroa, my. fatlrftrt friend, my prince, my gueft — • 
Myron, my ^uaiiiian god, attempts my peace. 
And need I iurthtir reafon for thefe teats ? 
Nature aflEbrds^w) tjhjed of concern 
So great, ^s toehold a generous mind 
DdT«fa^a4Mtten guft, and dafh'd on guilt. 
•TU bafe, youottght not ; 'tis impra€ticabic, 
You cannot— *-*Make neceffity your choice ; 
Nor let one moment of defeated guilt, . i 

Of fruitlefs bafends, ovepthrow the glory 
Your whole illuftrious life has dearly bought 
In toilfometnaithes, and in fields of blood. 
I^nter Auletes and Semfants. 

jSuL My'librd, your life's befet; the room beneath 
Js thiong^ti With Toffians, which but wait thefignal 
I'o rufh and (heath their daggers in your heart. 

Myr. Betray'd ! Curs'd forcerefs 1 It was a plot 
Concerted by them all to take my life, 
And this the bait to tempt me to the foil. 
She dies i- 

Auh No, firfl enjoy, then murder her—— 
Truft to my copdud, and you itill areiafc. . . 
They aU are itia&'d ; I have my viacor too. 
But time^h fftbr,t ; fur once connde iu me. 
You, Sir, for fafcty, ily to your apartment; ' ' 

[To the Prtn^e* 
You, begr Mandanetoherclofet-— -You, {To Servants, 
Speed to the fouthcrn gate, and burft it open. 

[-4> ii?e Servanfj Jhtze Jf/Lzxi^ne^ Jhe gives the fgnah 

^Enter Raiuefes and Confer ators mafl^d^ 
Ram. The viilajfi fl^d ? Perdition intercept him \ 
Difoerfe, fly fevcral Ways, let each man bear 
A ueady point well levell'd at his heart. 
If he efcapes us now, fuccefs attend him ; 
May he for ever triumph. 

[As they pttfs tbejiage in confafion^ Auletcs tfUtrs mafk^d 

among them* 
Aid. Ha ! why halt you ? 
Pujrfue, purfue ! c*cn now I law the monfter, 

Thf 
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The vilkm, Myroo^ with thefe ^yes X faw him; 

JSearing his prize fwift to the we^era gate : 

There, there it burfl, [4,/N»i(*w/VM^ 

jill. Away, purfuc. X^Sittf^^ 

jiui. [Without.] 'Tiadone ; , ., • . - '. 

AKbra^pe the x^^ffy bar, and all ib fafe : . . 
Stand here, aod wxt^ your Uvea defend the j^s,* 
EnterMyron. 

Myr. I fbaU at lead haye. time for reogeaoc^ 911 to» 
And then I' care not if I die* Barbarians 1 
Their fwords lare pointed at my life I *Tis well J 
But I will gire them an excufe for murder ; . 

Such, fuch a caufe »Off| love, and foft CQinpi|£o|ir& 

Harden, each finew of my heart, to (leeL 
I'll do, what, done, will fliock my(elf, and thofi^^. 
Whom time fets farthefl from thi^ dreadful hjduf« 
Enter Mandane, forced in hy AuUtcft. 

Mand, By all the ppvv'rs that can reveng&a faldioad^- 
I'm innocent from any though tsof blood* [/ali^ 

Myr. Why then your championa here in. anna.? 'T49 

Mmifi* Ah, let my life/uffice yon for tho>^SQP|^ 
Vbii charge upon me ! Ob, my royal mafter 1 
My fafety from all-ill ! mV great deftender ! 
Or did my father but infult my tears. 
And give* ifltfto yoUr care to luflfer wrong ? 
Kill me, but not your ffiend, but not nw father : 
He loves us both^ and my fevere diftreU 
Will fcarcc more ddeply wound him than your guile. 

['Myron voalks faffitmately at ddiftancim 

3^« Slaves, are you fwom againil me ? Stop her ? oice, 
Aivd bear her to my diamber. 

Mand. Oh, Sir ! Ob, Myron ! 
Behold my tears — here 1 will fix for ever ■ 
rU clafp your ietU ^o^ grow into the cartl>-:*— 
Oh, cut me, hew tne, give to ev'ry limb 
A feparate death !-^but (pare my fpotlefs virtue ; 
But fpare my fame-—*- 1 ou wound to (Uftant ages. 
And thro' all time my memory will bleed, 
J^. Diitra^on I all the pains of hell are on mc ! 

[As the Servants force in MandupiCt . 

J^aJ* Oh, Memnon!^ Oh,. my Lord!— my life i . 

wheik art thou f 1$jIm is Home off* 

D a [Myroa 
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IMjnm iMt/r^iifuddenpaJUn andfnrtrife.Jlandi aivhik 
Jlxiii im afionybment, then jpeaks. 

ii5^. As muiy accidents concar to work 
M7 Mffions up to this unheard-of crhhe, 
At if the gods dcfign'd it— ^Bc it then 
Their teult, not mine— Memnon ! (aid (he not Memnon ? 

My heart began to ftagger, but 'tis over 

Mcav n blaft me, if 1 thought it poflible 

I GOttld be Hill more cureM— .That hated dog 

*wr lord, her life !— I thank her for my cure 

Wall lemerfe and pity : this has left me 

Without a check, and thrown the loofcn'd reini 

On my wildpaffion to run headlong on, 

*5<i *a her ruin quench a double iire, 

The blended rage of vengeance and of love. 

Deitru6hon full of tranfport ! Lo, I come 

Swift on the wing, to meet my certain doom : 

I know the danger, and 1 know the (hantf ; 

But, like our phoenix, in fo rich a flame 

I plunge triumphant my devoted head. 

And doat on death in that luxurious bed, [Exih 

End-oL the Third Act. 
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Enter Myron /« the utmofi diforder^ hareheadtd^ wilmf 
lights &c. Wdks dijlurhedy before be /peaks. ' 

Myron. 

HENCEFORTH lct.no man truft the firft falfe ftcp ' 
Of guilt ; it hangs Upon a precipice, 
Whofe ftcepdeicent in laft perdition ends ! 
How far atn I plungM down beyond all thought 
Which I this evening fram'd !— But be It fo - 
Confummate horror ! guilt be>'ond a name ! 
Dare not, mv foul, repent : in thee repentance 
Were fecond guilt ; and thou blafphem'ft juft Heav'ui ' 
By hoping mercy. Ah! my pain will ceafe 
when gods want pow*r to puniih. Ha ! the dawn ! — 
Rife never more, Sun \ let night prevail, 

• - • Eicrcai 



Eternal darknefs dofe the world's wide kene^ 

And hide me from Nmooran^ "^yXelf» 

£tfur Aviicttii 
Who's there? 

■i&Z. MyLprd! 

JH^r, Auletes ! 

jiuL Guard yQur Ufe* 
The boufe is rouz*d. the fenrantt all 'alarmed,' 
The gliding tapers dart from room to room ; 
Solemn confufipii, and a trembling hafie, 
Mix*d with pale Horror, g)area on ev'ry face : 
The flrenjplbcA'd foehas ruftiM upoft your guards ; 
And cut their pa0age thro^them to the gate. 
Implacable Ramefeft leads them on, 
Breathingfevenge, and panting for your blood* 

Ikfyr, Why, let them come,, let in the raglog torrent;. 
I wiPbt tho world would rife in arms againfl me. 
For t m\x& die, and 1 would die in flate. 

fie Dc&rs^i:lrttrjt'9pen^ Art&mu pafi tbi fta^ intumtk^ 
Ramefes, &c. furfite, Mytoii- and^ his Guards wef' tkn 
ft age ^ then Ramefes d^ Syphoces tnter meetings 

R^m, Where's the Prince ? 

^h^ The monfter ftands at bay ; 
We can no more than ihut him fro^n eicape^ 
Till further force arrive. 

Ram* Qh, my Syphoces !' 

fypb. 'Riis is a grief^ but sot for words. 
Dpcs (he fiynive.f 

jgf4/»l She lives— But, OK liowbl^fs'd 
Are they which are no tnore ! ' By ftealth I faw her ; 
CaA on the groundin mourning weeds file Iies» 
Her torn andloofeft'd tre^ (hade her round, 
Thro' which her face; all pale, as (he were dead, . ^ 

Gleams like a iickly moon. Too great her grief: 
For words or tears ; but ever and anon» 
After a dreadful, ftlll, infidioua calm, 
Collecting all her breath , long, long fupprefft'd^ 
She fobs her foUl o\it in a lengthen^ groani , 

So fad, it breaks the hearta of all that hear, V 

And fends her maids in agonies away ; 

Sjfh^ Ob 9 tale, too mournful tp be thought On t 
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Rwn. Hold ■ 
No, let her Tii^nt weep ; forbear, Syphoces, 
Tear out an e]re, but damp not oUr reveng^. 
DUpatch your letters ; PU go comfort h^r. . 

[A Servata inters amdjheah a/Ue to Ratn. Exit Sjrp • 
Ana has flie then commanded none approach her ? 
Tm forry for It ; but I cannot blame her : 
Such ia the dreadful ill, that it conrerta 
All offered cure into a new difeafe ; 
It ihuns our love, and com fort gives her pain* 
Re-enter Syphocea. 

Sypb* Your father is 'returh*di redundant Nile, . ' 

Broke fix>m its channel, bverfwells the pafs. 
And fends him back to wait the waters h\\. 

Ram. And is he then returned f I ttemble for him* < 

I fee his white^head rolling in theduft. . ' 
But bafie, it is our duty to receive him. [Exeunt.. \ 

' Enter Myron. \ 

Mfyr. I fed a pain of which I am not worthy ». 
A pain, an anguifh, which the honefl man 
Alone deicrves. Is it not wondVoua ftraogje 
That I, who ftabb'd the very heart of nature^ I 

Shovld have fur? iving ought of man about me ^ | 

And y«t, I know not how, of gratitude | 

And friendfhip f^ill the ilubborn fparks furvive^ J 

And poor Nxcanor's torments piejcce my fou)^ j 

Confufionl he's returned. ,^ ^JStMrtli^. 

£«/«• Nicanor,' | 

J^c. My prince [Advimcwg to emlhracem " 

MjfT. My friend — [Tumii^qfiiAandhidimzhisfaee* 

Nic. I interrupt you. 

H^. 1 had thee there* {Smiting^ his Vreajt. 

Before thou cahi'fl, my thoughts were bent upon thee. 

JViV, Oh, Sir, you are too kind t 

Mpr. Death, tortures, hell ! [4pU* ' 

Hie. What fays nly Priiice ? 

Myr. Afuddenpain, 
To which l*m fubjcft, ftruck acr6ft my heact» 
,'Tispafl; I'm well again. 

JVfc. Heaven guard your health! 

Jifyr. Doft thou then wiih it ? 

J&« Am I t}i€n diibrufted ? 

Tea 
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len when I favM your life, I did the leaft 
^ I e'er would do to ferve yoo. 

it^V^* Barbarous mani 
j J^/c.WhathaveIdoDe,myPrince?WhiehwayoiFended? 
Has not my life* my foul been yours ? 

ilfyr. Oh!— Oh! 

Nic. By Heaven, Vm wrong'd! Speak, and lH clear 
niyfelf. [Takes him h^ tht hand. 

3^. I*m poifon and deftruftios ; curfe thy gods ; 

1*11 kill thee m eompaffion Oh» my brain ! 

Away, away, away ^ [Shovts^ htm from him ; going. 

Nic. Do, kill me. Prince. 

You (hall not go.' I do demand the caufe 

Which ha« put forth thy hand againft thy father > •' r 

For, thus provokM, I'll do myfcif the julHce 

To tell thee, youth, that I defervethat name ; 

Nor have thy parents lovM thee more than I. 

Afyr, I hear them ; they are on me— Loofe thy hold, ~ 
Or I will plant my dagger rn thy breall. 

Nic. Your dagger's needled. Oh, ungrateful boy ! . 

il^.Torgiveme,, &ther; Oh, my foul bleeds for thee! 

[Emh'ave* 

{As he is going out Auletes metts bim^ andjj^li to bit» . 
afide., 
What, no efcape ? On ei^'ry fide inctos'd i^ 
Then I refolve to perifh by his hand f ' 

'Tis juft I ihould, and meaner death I korn^ 
But how to work him to m v ^te, to fiiog: 
His paffion up fo hig[b« will be a talk 
To rae fevere, as difficult as Grange. ' 
SoppcMTC me, cruel heart ; it.muilbedone. *\.^Uki 

Nic. Now, from my very foul, I cannot tell^ 
But 'tis enchantment all ; for things fo Grange 
Have hap^n'd, I might welT diffruft my fenle«. 
But, if mine eyes are true, I plainly read 
A heart in an|^ui(h^ and I muft confela 
Your grief is j»ft— It was inhuman ia you— — 
But tell thecaufe, unravel from the bottom^ 
The m^fiery that has embroil'd our toves ; 
(For ftill,my Prince, Lk>ve, finceyou repent.^ 
What accident depriv'd ihe^yf iny ititxid^ 
And loft yott to yourfelf ? ^ ' 
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J^, A traitor's fighvl 

Ntc* Beneath my roof? 

Myr. Beneath thy rery helmet* 
Thpu ace a traitor. Guard thy felf. [Jkawt* 

Nic, Diftradiion! 

Traitor ! For ibndihg by your fether'Ss throner 

And itienMniog^he wild fimin that roars agaiu&.it. 

Of rebel fubjed^s, andof foreign foes ? 

For training thee to glory Mid to war ? 

For taking thee from out thy mother's arm»^ 

A mortal child, atid kindling in. thy foul 

Tlie noble ardors of a future god ? 

Farewel, I dare not truil my temper more* 

jl^r. Grey-headed, venerable traitor I 

Ram, Ha! 
Turn, turn, blafphemdr, and reprefs thy taunts ; 
All prox^ocation's needlefs, bj^t thy fight* 

iHe ajfaults the Princi as In i^ffi^^ 9ff> Nicanof Ihr , 
itfA him* 

A&V* Forbear, my ibxu 

Ram* Forbear! 

^/r. Iflamcalm^ 
Your rage ihoald ceafe* 

Ram* No, 'tis my own rcreiige» 
. Unlefs, Sir, you dilown me fpr your ibn» 

Nic. Thy fwordagaiolt thy prince } 

Ram, A villain. 

Nic. Hold. 

jRtf«f, The worft of villains^ 

fhf* 'Tis too much. 

Ram. Oh, father ! 

JNic, What would^ft thou? 

Ram. Sir^ .your daughter*— ~— 

Nic. Rightly thought; 
She beft can comfort jinfi in all myiorroir. , 

Call, call ]V(iuxdane { to behoU m\[ child 
Would cheer vs^ in the agonies of death : 
Call her, Ramelcs ^Am I dirdfeyM h 

Ram. Qh,,Sir! i ■ »' , ". 

Nic. What mea^ tl^ tni^fp«>rt9'^or^«ncerii ^' 

a ' i^m 
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Ram. Though I*m an outcaft from your love, I iveep» 
To open your black fcene of mifery. 

Nk. Where will this end ? Q hy my fore*bodiiig . 
heart ! 

Ram. Should he, to whom, as to a god, at partiogi 
You gave, with ftrfearning eyes, your foul's delight^ 
While yet your lad embrace was warm about hin^. 
Gloomy and dreadful as this Hormy night, 
Ruftx on your child, your comfort, your Mandane, 
All fweet and lovely as the blufhing morn, 
Seis^ her by force, now trembling, breathlefs, pale, 
Prodrate in anguifh, tearing up the earth, 
Imploring, (hrieking to the gods and you.— — 
Ob, hold my brain ! Look there, and think the ref!. 

The hack Scene opens. A darkened chamber^ a hed^ and the 
curtains drawn. Women pafs cut ^ weepings (sfct Ni* 
OiikOT falls hack on Ramefes. 

Nic. Is't poiSble ! — M^ child ! —My only daughter ! 
The growth of my own life ! That fwecten*d age 
And pain ! Qh, nature bleeds within me! 

Man^. Weep not, my virgins, ceafe you ufelefs tean, 
Kindnefs is thrown away upon defpatr. 
And but provokes the forrow it would eafe. 

Nic. Affift me forwards. 

Man. Moft unwelcome news ! 
Is be return 'd ? The gods fupport my father. 
I now begin to wiih he lov'd me lefs. 

Nic. There, there (he pierc'd the very tend'reft nenrc : 
She pities me, dear babe^ flie pities me : 
Through all the raging tortures of her foul 
She feels my pain ! But hold, my heart, to thank her. 
Then burft at once, and let the pangs of death 
Put Myron from my thought. ' [Goes to hir^ 

Mand. Severcftfate 
Has done its worft— I've drawn my father's tears. ■ 

Nic. Forbear to call me by that tender name ; 
Since I can't help thee, I would fain forget 
Thou art a part of me — it only fliarpens 
Thofe pangs, which, if a flranger, I Ihould feeU— — 
Oh, fparemCi myMandane; to behold thee 

In 
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In fach exce& of forrow, quite defiroy^ roe. 
And I fliall die, and leave thee unreveng'd* 

Mand. Oh, Sir ! there are misfortunes moft ferer^,^ 
Which yet can bear the light, and well fuftain'4 

Adorn the fufferer. -But this affiidion . , ♦ 

Hasmade defpairavirtue, anddeoianda 
Uttere5rtin6^ion,. and eternal nighty. 
As height of happinefs, [Scentjbutsj^ntbcm* ' 

Enter Syphoces. 
Ram\ Oh, my Syphoces I 

Sypb^ Anddoesthis move you ? Does this melt you dowi^ 
And jfeur you out in forrow? Then fly far. 
Ere Memnon comes ; he comes with fiuihing cheek, . 
And beatifi^ heart, to bear a bride away. 
And blefs his fate; how dreadfully deceived ! 
Ram^ The melancholy fcene at length begins* 

Enter Mtmnoti* 
Mem, Oh, give me leave ' 

Tot yield to nature, and indulge my joy^ 
My friend ! My brother 1 Oh, the ec6a(y 
That fires my veins, and dances at my heart ! 
You loieetne not, if you refuCe to join 
In all the jufl extravagance, and fligibt 
Of boundlefs tranfport on this happy, hour. 
Where is my foul, my blifs, my lovely bride ! 
Call, call her forth ; Oh, hafte I the prieft ezpe^ u% 
And ev'ry moment is a crime to love. 

Ram. Speak to htm. Pr'ytheeipeak* [^ Syplu 

ijM* By heav*n, I' cannot. 
Mem. What can this mean ? 
Ram. Syphoces* 
S)^ Nay,Ramefe8. 

Mem. By all the gods, they ftru|gjrlc with their forrows. 
And fwallow down their tears to hide them from me* 
Sy friendlhip's facred name, I charge you, fpeak* 

\^hey2o9k oh him tviti? the utmofi concern^ and go oui 
on different Jides of thefiage. 
Was ever man thus left to dreadful thought. 
And all the horrors of a black furmife ! 
What\eQe is this too big to be exprefsM ? 
Oh, my fad heart I Why bod'ft thou fo fevcrcly ? 
Mandane's liie in danger ! There indeed^ * 

Fortttoe 
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♦oTWnc, I fear thee ftill ; her beatitlet arm thee^ 
Her virtues naadc thee dreadful to my thought i 
Hut for my love bow I could laugh at fate ! 

Mtttera Servantj and^ives him a paper • He reads, . 

Enter Ramefes, ^cainotijhjocns andfaUian Ramefes. 

Ram. 'Twcre happy if his foul wouM ne'er return ; ' ' 
The gpds may ftill be merctful in this^.— ^ 
His lids begin lorife.— »How fares my friends? 
Mem. Did Myi;on feel my pang?, yoa!dpity him. 

Enter Syp.boces* - 
Syfh, Fainting beneath th'oppreflion of her gricf^ 
This wajr Mao^e {eeks the frefher air ; » 

l^et us v^rthdtaw*; 'twill pain hereto b^ foeo, ,. v 
And moll of all by you* . 

Mem. ^y my owotheart, . - 
^^dge, and .am coavinc'd*-*— -I dare AOt iee her, ; 
The iight would ftnke me dead*. .. - . . . '^ - 
, \^As Me^nnon is gw^^ Maodanf m^U hm^ hoih J^t 
he^jhejbritksm M^n^ti^nriican/ershift^elfandfiflls 
at her htefs^ tmbracmg them. iJbe tries to dlfengqge^ 
he not permitting.^ :fi»e rttifkshim^ he t-akeiher pafiQaai^" 
ly in bis armtM Tb^ ^ontinm\fyeechlefi and mofioakfi 
for fame time. 
Ram. Was everimoiimfultntern^jw lilce this ? 
See how they writhe widi anguifli 1 :Hear theni gr oaa I 
Sec thciaargefikntttewrttn triidiMngdow^, , . , ; j 
Asfrom the weeping inisirJ»le; paffion'Ohoali^^ ■,.. ^i 
Their wwjds, «nd . they !n8 -the ftiUujwof -deiipairl . .\\ 
Mem. Oh, my Mandane ! . ji 

lAt thisjbe vioientfy breakAframiimj, ^ndfxlt. 
But onemm^t mortt» « . . , 

- [j^xMcmnon itfoUowt^g^ Rainefe^ij^^.iJAw. 
Ram^ Brbther »' *^ 't- -;• ,* 

Afeiw. Fbi^vc tte— — i ♦. 

Mam, Yau'rc to blame.' \ 

Mem. Look there. IPaintimg ^t£r h^» 

My heart is burning. 
Ram, With revenge. ■ - \ 

Mem And love. 
Ram. Revenge. 
* "^Mem. One dear embrace, 'twill edge my fword, 

Sj/ph. 
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^ph^ No, McannQat if oar fwpnU now want an edge» 
They'll want for ever ; to this fpot I charm thee i 
By the dread words revenge and liberty 1 , 
This is the crifis of our fates ; this moment 
The guardian gods of Egypt hover o'er us. 
They watch to fee us ad like prudent men, 
And out of ills extrad^ our happinefs. 
My friends^ tbeiedire calamities, like poHbn, 
May have their wholfome ufe I This fad occ&fiooi 
If manag'd artfully, revives our hopes ; 
ItgivesNicanortoour iinking>£i6tiony . 
And (till the tyrant ihakes. 

Ram* My father comes ; > 
Or fnatch this moment, or defpair for ever. 
While paflions- glow, the heart, like heated fteel, 
Takes each impreffion, and is werk'd at pleafure. 
Ent^ Nicanon • 

JVa*. Why have tKe gods chofe out my weakefi hours^ 
To fet their terrors in array againft me? 

* This would beat 4owti the vigour of my youth. 
Much more grey hairs, and life worn down fo low« 

' Vain man f to be fo fond of breathing long, 
Andfpinnin^ out a thread of mifery. 
The longer life the greater choice of evil ; 
The happieil man is but a wretched thing, 
lliat deals poor comfort from comparifon ; 
What then am I ? Here wilt I fit me down, 
Brood o'er tm cares, and think myielf to death* 
Drawii^r, Kameftis; I was ra^ ere while, 

^ And chid tliee without cnufei'^-^ow many years 
Have I been cas'd in fteet ? 

-' Ritm. Full thrftefcoie years 

Have changed the feafons o'er your creiled brow, - 

*'And fecto your faulchioo dy'd m hoftile blood. 

JKr/. How many triumphs finee the king has reign'd 1 ; 
Rtm* They number juft your battles, one for one. 
Vlic. True, I have folKmr'd the rough trade of war 

* Widi ibmefuccers, and can without a blufii . 
Review the (haken fort, and fanguine plain. 

I have thought pain a pleafure,. thirli; and toil 
B!eft objeOs of ambition ; I remember, 
(Nor do my foes forget that bloody day \) 

WJiea 
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Wlicii |he barb'd arrow -from my gaping thigh 
Was wrench'd with iabour, I diidain'd to griMxi, 
Beoaufe 1 fuffer'd for Bufiris* fake. . 

[Ram* The King is not to blame. 

A'/V. Is not the prince his fon ^ • 

Ram» But in himfel f 

Nic. Aftd has he loft hrs guilt, l^i/ff^g inpaffiin* 

'Caufc he has injured nie ? Ere while thy blood . * 
Was kindled at his name. — Didft thou not tell mc 
A ftiameful black ^elign on poor Amelia ? 
Oh, Memnon ! what a glorious race is this. 
To make the gods a party in bur caufe,. 
And draw down bleiliDgs on us ! 

Mem^ He that fupports them .'%.'. 

In fuch black eriraes, is (barer of their guilt. 

Wic, Point out the man, and with thefe wither^ han^t 
I'd fly upon his throat, though he were lodg'd 
Within the circle of Bufiris' arms. 

Ram. He that prevents it not when in his power, 
Suppbfts tfem in their courfc of flaming guilt. 
And you are Tie. *♦ * 

-AT/f. Thou rav'f^. 

^yph. The army^s yours. 
I've founded every chief; but wave your finger, 
Thodfands fall ofi* the tyrant's fide, and leave him 
Naked of help, and open to deftrudtion. 
But fweep his minions, cut a pander's throat. 
Or lop a fycophant, the work is done. 

^/V. What would you have me do ? ^Sfarthg^ 

Menu Let not your heart 
Fly off from yoiir own thought : be truly great, 
Refent your country's fuff'nnfes as your own* 
A generoui foul is not confin'd at home. 
But fpreads itfblf abroad o'er aH the public. 
And feels for every member of t"he land. * 

What have we^feen for twenty rolling years, 
But one long iracfl of blood ! Or, what is worfc, 
Throng'd dungeons pouring forth perpetual groans. 
And free-born men opprefsM ! Shall half mankind 
Be doom'd to curfe the moment of their birth ? 
Shall all the mother's fondnefs be cmploy'd 
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To rear tlicm up to bondage, give them ftrcngA 
To bear afflictions, and fupport t;heir chaitis ? 

Syfh. To you the valiant youth molV hurnlfl/ bend, ' 

\lCneeUni, 
And beg that nature*8 gifts, the vigorous nerve 
And graceful port, defign'd to blefs the world. 
And take your great example in the field. 
May not be forc'd by lewdnefs in high place. 
To other toils, to labour for difeafe. 
To wither in a loath'd embwce, a!hd die 
At an inglork>us diftahce from the foe. 

Ram. To you Amelia lifts her hands for fafety. 

Xfif«, Toyou— rtoyou — [Burftin^ in Uaru 

Nk* By heav'n he cannot fpeak.— I underftand thee,' 
feife — rile— toy fon. Rife all ; your wprk.is done i 
They perifh all, thefe creatures of my fword. 
Have I not feen whole armies vaulted o*er 
With Hying javelins, which (hut out the day. 
And fell 'in rattling ftorms at my command, 
To flay, and bury proud Bufiris* foe ? 
He lives and reigns, for I have beeii his friend ; 
But rU unmake him, and plough up the groimd^ , 
Where his proud palace ftands. \lEx^ 

Mem. Oh, my Mandane! 
The gods by drfeadful rneans beftow foccefi. 
And in their vengcsmce, moft feverely blefs : 
From thy bright ftreaming eyes our triumphs flovr, ' 
The tymnt falls, Mandane ftrikes the blow. 
So the fair moon, when feas fwell high, and pour 
A wafteful deluge on the trembling Siore, 
Infpires the tumult from her clouded throne. 
Where filent, penfive, pale, fiie fits alone, 
^nd all the diftant ruin is her own. 

fiH)> of the Fourth Act, 
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ACT V. 

SCENE, //^Fif/A 
£a/^'fiufiri8 rf»^ Auletes. -^» ^iiifittr tf/ a dyt4nce. 

WEIeome the voxc^ of war ! though loud die (blindly 
It faintly fpeaks the language of my he$rt^ , 
It whifpers what I mean. But fay, Autetest 
What ui^e thcfefortora rebels in excufe 
For choofing ruin ? 

v^»/. Vanous their complaints ; 
l^ut fome are loud, that while your heavy hand 
Frefles whole millions with inceilant toil, 
(ToHs fitter fa^ for beafts than human creatures) 
In building wonders for the world to ^aze at, 
Weeds are their food, their cup the muddy Ni1t# 

Buf, D» they not build for me ? IfOt that reward chcia* 
Tes^ 1 will build more wonders to be gaz'd at, 
And teniptr ail my cement with their blood* 
Whofe patna and 2» reform'd the puxzled year. 
Thus drawing down the fun to human ufe, 
And making him their fervant ? Who pufh'd otf 
With mountain dams the broad redund^t Nile 
Defcended from the moon, and bid it wander 
A ftranger ftream m unaccaHom'd fliores ? 
Who from the Ganges to the Danube rogns ?— ^ 
But virtues are fiw^e !— — -Away— — to arms I 
I'll call to mind my glorious anccflry, 
Which for ten tboufand rolling yean renovrn'dy 
Shines U[> into eternity itfelf, . 

And ends among the gods^^ [A akrrm 

EntrrMtnmom 

AuL The rebel braves us. 

Buf. Hold, let our weapons thirfl one mometit longer > 
And death ftand ftill', till he receives my nod, -^i"-* 
Whom meet I in the midft of my own realra| 
With bold defiance on his brow? i 

Mem. Theflave 
Whom dread Bufiris lately laid in chuns, 
Aa emblem of his country. 
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Buf. Is it thus 
You thank my royal' bounty ? 

Mem, Thus you thank'd 
The good Artajces ; thus you thankM my fethcr. 

Buf^ What I have done^ conclude moil right and Juff^ 
For I have done it, and the gods alone 
Shall aik me why.. Thou liy'ft, although they fell j ' ' i 
And if they fell unjuftly, greater thanks 
Are due from thee, whom ev^n injuftice fpar'd.. 

Mem, Thy kmdneiies are wrongs^ they mean tofooth 
My injur'd foul, and (leal it from revenge. 

Buf. Turn back thine eye, behold thy tnx>ps^ are thio^ 
Thy men are rarely fprinkled o'er the field, 
And yet thou carriefb millions on thy tongue. 

Mem. All thy bloody-thiFfly fwprd has laid m duit 
Are on my fide, they corUe in bloody fwarais. 
And throng my banners ; thy unequallM crimet I 

Have made thee weak, and rob my vidory. 1 

J?«/Ha! 

Mem, Nay, {lamp not, tyrant ; I can damp as loud^ 
And raife as many daemons at the found, 

Buf, I wear adiadem.^ 

Mem^ And I a.fwosd, 

Buf, Yet, yet fubmit^ I give thee lifck ' I 

Mem, Secure your own : I 

"No more, Bufiris bid the fun farewel. 

' Buf, Bufiris, and the fun (hould fet together i \ 

If this day's angry gods ordain my fate, 

Know thou, I fall like fome vafl pyramid, 

I bury thoufands iii^ my great deftrudion, 

And thou the firft.— Slave ! ia the front of battle^ j 

ITheie thou {halt find me. | 

Mem. Thou fhalt find me there, | 

And have well paid that gratitude I owe* \^ExtmU i 

A continued Alatm, \ 

Enter Myron and Nicanor meeting, 
Nic, Does not mine eye iftrtkejiorror through thy foul^' 
And ihake the weapon from thy trembling arm ? 
Bafe boy ? The foulnef&df thy guilt fecures thee 
From my reproach, I dare not name tby. crimci . 
Jliyr* Old man^ didft thou ^and up in thy own caufr, 

Itbcft 
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I then: ihould be afodd of £>urfi:ore jesrt, 
And tremble at grey hairs ; but fincethy frcnxj 
Has lent thofe venerable locks to eaft 
A glofs of Tirtut on tUe bladcefi crime,, 
Accurft ^rebellion, tbisf^ref back my hesfft^ 
'With all its i;age, and Vm a man.again. 

I/ic. Come on, and ufe that force in arms> I taught 
ril now refume the Ufe I Mve fo late. [thee i, 

Myr. I grieve thou hafl our half a life to lofe, 

And doft defraod my vengeance At my touch 

7hpu moulder'ft into duft, and art forgotten » 

\Fr€fat'tng t&Jtght^ ^y von JdJ>sfi9rK 
Ah, no ! I cannot fight with thee: begone 
And (hake elfewhere : thou canft not want a death 
in fuch a field, though I reftife it to thee. 
Ramefes, Memnon, grvc them to my fword, 
Softain'd by thoufands f but to fly from thee, 
From thee, mod injur'd man, (liali be my praife^ 
And rife above the conqueft of my foes. 

jy/f. 'Tia not old age, th' avenging gods purfue thceT 
[Jf# retires before NicanOf /^^ the Stage. Aloud Alarrrt^ 
ETUtr Buiiris and Auietes in fur/nit, 

Buf. 'Tiswell, I like thjs'madnoTs of the field; 
Let heighten'd horrors, and a wade of deatk 
Inform the world Bu&ris is in arms. 
But then I grudge the glory of my fword 
To fhiveiy aj»d rebels j while they die by me. 
They cheat my vengeancey and ftiWiVe in fame* 

AuL I panted after in the paths of death ,, 
And ceuld hot Uit JlYom far behold your plume 
O'er-ibadow (laughter'd hes^s, while your bright he]«» 
Struck a diftingiHlh'd terror thfough the fieldy 
Tile diftMA legion* cremMing as it blaa'd. 

Buf. Think not a crown alone lightt up twf name. 
My hand is deep in fight. Forbid it, Ifis, 
That whilft Bufiris treadis the fanguine field, 
The foremoft f^it of hi« hoiV (hould conquer 
But by exampley and benesath the ihnde 
Of thialiiglt-bi^ndi&^d arm. Didi^theu-e^erfear? 
Sure tis an ar^^L I know not how to fear. 
, *Ti8 one 9^^ the few thing* beyond nry power j^ 
And if deatli mult be fear'd before ^tis telt^. 

E J Thy 
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Thy mafier is immortal^ Ob, Auletes— ^ "'/' 

But while I fpeak, they live ! 
Where fall the founding catara6b of Nile, 
The mountains tremble, and the waters boil ; 
Like them I'll rufli, like them my fuiy.pour, 
And give the future World one wonder more, [Exemnf. 
Enter Myron engaged with a party ; hhplum is f mitten (g. 
He drives the foe^ and returns^ 

Myr. Whenidcath's fo near^ but dares not venture os 
Tis Heaven's |ie|^ard, a kind of /a'lutation ^ [us^ 

Which to ourfelves our own importance (hews.— 
Faint as 1 ain, andalmofl (ick of bloody 
There is one cordial would revive me IHH ; 
The fight of Memnon ; place that fiend before roc. \Exity. 
Enter Memnon* 

Mem. Where, whcre's the Prince ? Oh> giv^ him ta 
my fword I 
His tall white plume,. Ivhich like a higK wrought fornt 
Floated on the tempeftuous dream of fight, 
Shew'd where he fwcpt the field ; I follow'd fwi&„ 
But my approach has turn'd him into air— 

Ent^ Myron* 
The fight bivt now begins ! 

Myr. Why, who act thou h 

Mem. Prince^ lanv ■ ■ 

Myr. Memnon. IDifdainjm^ 

Mem. No I'm Mandaae. '^ ''^^ 

^fr. Ha ! 

Mem. She's here, ftc's here, (he's all: her wrong? 
and virtue* ! {Striking bis bead and breaji. 

Virtues and wrongs ! Thou worfe than murderer I 

Mjfr. I charge thee name her not,, forbear the croat 
With that ill-omen'd note.. 

Mem. Mandanel 

M^. Be it io. 
When I reflca on her mean love for thee^ 
And plot againft my life, my pain is lefs. 

Mem. 'Tis falfe ; (he meant \ (he knew it not i Ramefc^ 
He, only he, was eoofciovis of the thoughU ' 

J^^. Then I'm a wretch indeed! 

Mem. As fi\ch I'lluft thee ; 
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Illcrudi thee like fome* poifon on the earthy 
Then hade aod cl^'anfe me in the blood of men*' 

il:^. I thank thee for this fpirit which exalts thee? 
Into a foe^ 1 n^ed not blu(h to meet. 
Now from ipy foul, it joys me tho.u art feund^ 
And found aliye ; by heav'n^ fo much I hate thee, 
1 {6sLT*d that thou waft dead, and.hadll efcap'd me t 
I'll drench my fword in thy detefted blood, [ 

Or fooa make thee immort^ by my owi2«. 
Villain! 

Mem, Myron t 

Jkfyr. ReUcli 

Mem. IV^ronl' 

Myr. Hell ! : 

Mrm, Man&mel pi^nmjullsm 

Myr. Juft the blow, and jufter (HIT,. 
Becaule imbitter'd to me by that hand* 
I moft detefl ; which gives my foul an earneft 
Of vafl unfathomable woes to come, 
That dreadful dowry for my dreadful lave. 
I leave the world my mifery's example^ 
If us'd aright, no trivial legacy. ^Bleu 

Enter ^phoees.. 

Sjfb. ^y Lord, 1 bring you tnoOt unwelcome news*. ' 
As poorMandanewander'd near the field,. 
In hope to fee her injuries reveng'd ; • 
Thoughtlefs of any fiiff 'rings but: the pafb, 
A4>arty of the foe, faw, ieia'd,. and bore her off. . 

Mem, Veng'ance and conqucft now are trivialthingS]^ 
Love made, their prize ! 'tis impious in my foul 
To entertain a thought but of her refcue. 
Now, now, I plunge into the thickefi war,. 
As ibme bold diver from a precipice 
Into mid ocean, to regain a gem> 
Whofe lofs impoiceriih'd kings,, to bring it back, 
Qt fe« the day no more. {Exemiii^ 

Enter Mandane Prtfimev. 

Mand, A gen'ix>us foe will hear his captive fpeak ;. 
A benefit thus kneeling I implore : 
Let one o£; all.thofe fwords that glitter round me, 
Youchlafe to ludcits point within my breai^ 

Ettti9 
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Enter Mtvanaa* 
. Mem, Ab, villtins ! Curfed atlieiftt ! Ctn yoa (ear 
ThaqsoSiire from that form ? What, what are numbers^ 
When I behold thQfe ej^t ? Not mkie the gtox7» 
That iingly thus I quell a hofk of foc$^ 
Inhuman robbers I Ob, bring back my fouU 

[TAtjf/frcf hir af^ he f^/het U nfefi them and is Mtow 
Poor comfort (d maBkiad, that they can lofe 
Their lives but ooce-«-Buty Oh ! a tbouiand timee> 
Be tora from what they love. 

Enter Ramefes^ 

Ram, Far have I waded in the bloody fieldy 
Laborious through the flubborn ranks of war,. 
And trac'd thee in a labyrinth of death ; 
But thus to ind thee !— Better find thee dead^^ 
Thefe flaves will ufe thee ilU 

Mem, Of that no more ; . 
Myron is dead, and by thii ar«» 

Ram. I thank thee» 
AH my few fpirits left eioilt with jey;, 
I'll chafe and fcou^'ge him through the I^wer vmAi^ 

Mem, Alas, thou bleed'ft. 

i^tf/». Curfe on the tyrant's (word, 
I bleed to death ; but could not leave tfce ¥^fld^ 
Without a laft embrace. JuH tuom 1 met 
The poor Mandane.. - 

Mem. Quickly fpeak.. Wbat&tdf^^ 

Ram. Nothing of comfort* Cealeto^^klkAie^frifEtier^ 
I£ you meet mar^ your meeting will be ilid.«^ • 
Your arm, I faint-*— «*• Ah,, what is human Itfe^ 
How like the dial's tardy* moving ihade f 
Day after day Qides from us vmperceir'd ! 
The cunning fugitive is fwifc by Acakh|. 
Too {ubtle is the movement to be(<]ni> 
Yet foon the honr is i]p->*aj^ we aregcuM^ 
Ibsewel, I pity thee. - (D/mI 

Mem, Farewel, b«ive fnend I 
Would I xspuild bear thiee company eo^petf, ' 
But life io all its terrors flands^ be fore fwc^ 
And ihuta the gate of peace agaiaft my wri flks»" ■ 
Bo I not hear a peal of diHaac tfaunderf 
J»diee. a fudden darknefs (huu the day. 
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And qmte blot» out the fun— But what to me, " 
The colour of the iky ? A death-cold dew 
Hangs on my brow> and jaU my (lackenM joints 
Are fiiook without a caufe — A groan^ from whence ? 
Again ! ^d no dne near me ? Vain delufion I 
Yet not I fear in vain ! A>me ill is towVds me, 
More dreadful fure, than all that's paft. Mandane t 
I hop'd Ihe was at peace, and pad the reach 
Of this ill news, hut fuch my wayward fate 
I cannot aft a curfe, but 'tis deny'd me : 
And could I wiih I ne'er Aiould fee her more ^ 
£ffter 'MAndnne guafM. 

Mand. This is my brother ; a (bort privacy 
b a fipall favour you may grant a foe. 

Guard. Let it be (hort, we may .not wait your leifure* 

Mem* 'Tis wond'roas Grange, there's fomething hold» 
me frottv her^ 
And keeps Uiis foot fafl rooted to the ground. 
This is the laft time I (hall ever pray. 
To me, ye gods, confine your threat'ned vengeance^ 
And I will blefs your mercies while I fuffer. 

£Memnon dfxu/ Matkdacke advance JloVijy to tbefrojtt 
. of the ft age* 

Mand. What didil thou pray &r ^ 

Mem. For thy peace* 

Mand. *Twa8 kind s 
But, Oh! thofe hands in bonds denv the bleiHng^' 
F«r which they earneftly were rais'cl to heav'n. 

Mem. I fear fo too ; what we have yet to do 
Mufl be foon done ; this meeting is our laft.. 
How-lliall we ufe it ? 

Mfindm How \ Confult thy chains^ 
And my calamities. 

ili^xv^ §ad CQunftllors, 
And cruel theiradvice — Are there no other ? 

Mand.^ I look around and find no glimpfe of hope^^ 

A perfect night of horror and defpair 1 

Mem. Of horror and defpair, indeed, Mandane! 
Canft thou believe me ? Nay, can I believe 
Myfclf ? The'laft thing that I wifh'd for .was— 'tis fidfe;* 
The weight of my misrtbrtane hurts my mind. 

M(md. Was what? ' ^ ^ 
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Mm. I date not think ; to think is to lotk ^owiir 
A precipice ten thouiknd fathom deep. 
That turns my brain— Oh ! Oh I 

ilf^4/, Memnon^ no more r 
Thnt iilenc« cad thafd tears need iao tt^tiArig ^ 
And it is kindy with fuch feVere i^lu^lanc^ ^ ' • 

To thiik upon my death«~though necefioiry/ 

Mem. Ah, hold ! Yoa pUnt a thoufand da^^htre^ 
Talk not of d^ing— — I oifowa the thought j 
Right is not right^ and reafbn is not realbni 
All is diilraftion when I look on thee* 
Oh, alt ye pitying-gods ! dsfh out from nature 
your ftars, 'your fan, but let Mandane live. 

ManJ. No : death long (ince was my confirmM rdfolfCb- 

Mem, Myfon is dead. 
> Afim^ What joy a heart 1^ mine 

Can feel, it feels had he been nererbom^ 

I might have'livM— -*iif8 now— ^-impoffible. 

Mem. This even to my miferies I ewe, 
That ir41fcoTer» greater virtuea illH^ 
In her mv foul adores^— ^Ohy myMttodanef 
Cttk, glorious maid ! then thoo wilt be at peac e ■ ■- 

[M emnon walks ibon^ifklfy^ and riturn9^ 
Muft I funrive, and change thy tendernefs 
For a (lem mafler, and perpetual chains f 
Long I may groan on earth to fate their malice^ 
Then through flow torments linger into death, 
Ko fleel to flab, tto wall to dafli my brain I 

Mand. Ha! 

Mem. Whythu^ iix*d in thought ? What mighty bJftli 
Is labVing in your foul ? Your eyes fpeak wonders.— 

Mand. Will not the blood^hounds be content witb 
life? 

Mem. Alas, Mandane \ No ; they fhidy natura 
To find out atl her fecr A feats of pain,, 
Aad carry killing to a dreadful art t 
A fimple death m figypt ia for friends* 

Mafifi, Oh, then it mud befo !-*and yet it cafmot.««« 

Mem. What means this fudden paienefb ? 

aSoHd. Heav'n affift me ! 

[Feettng- in her^ hjbmtjkejwocnsi. 

Men. My lore ! Mandane ! hear ihe^ my ef^usM \ 

My 
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My cleareft hieart ! the tnfent of my htif&m ! 
Whom I would fofler tmh ray vital Mood. ^ 

Matul. *Ti8 well, and in retunrt give thee— thw, - . 

Mrm. MHlicnsof thanks, thou refii^ TO defpatr. " 

Maftd, Terrible kiujijnefe ! Hprrid mercy ! Ohi. 
I cannot give Ifthee. ' . \ 

Mw.'FiiM wdH know 
Thy tender ^foAl, »andl moft foixre rt ftom thee. ^ • ^ 
[As beJs^rug^fing-^ith herfgrihe dagger ^ /be Jpioi^. 

Mand. My I-ordi'iny foul! myfctf! lou tear lay 
••' heart. ' ' : . • ■ ^ • f 

Art thou not deafer to vrj e)re8'than light } 
Doft thou -not circulate t^roogh all my veins ? 
Mingle^ith life, and fbnu my very foul ! 

Mem. Now, moh(bcr», I dcry you : fate forbids 
A long iarwel, my goar^ tn^y intirpofe, 
And make your favour vain-*-Tjias, only thus. {EmlrarK 
And now — r . . , ' 

Ma/f/t.-Ab^wi !*8Jncelaft I f^wtbeei thrice 1 rais'd' 
' ' \Holds hii ar/if^ 

^y trembfing arm, and thrice I let it Tall,— — 
If you rcf ufe com^^on to- my fex, 
Memnon betrays me, an^is Myron's friend." ■ » 
As la poniatx), you fupply ^o arq[i> 
And I fliaR 'ftill -be tojJpy 4n your love, ; 

l^er a faifft of iifimifhmtnty btfinj^s gcnt^ en th% 
earths' - ' ^ • 

Mem. From dreadful to more dreadful f am plung'd, ^ 
And find in deeped anguifh ileeper flill. 
I can't complain in common with maukicd— — * 
But ani a wretched (pecies all alqne. 
' III a{lJ not only lofc thee, hut be curs'd 
To fprinkle my own hands wjth |l\y Iife4!ood i '^^ 

Mand^^ It cannot,l?e av^ed. 

M0.m% Nor perfomiM. ■ 

Lift U{> my liand agamtt *thee as a-foe ! 
I, who fliould fayeth^e froip thy very 'fiitheri ^ 

And teach thy dcareft friends to ufe thee well , 
Make kindnefs kind, and foften all their fmiles 7 
Oh, my fifandane! Think how I have lov*d ! 
Ob, my Mandane ! Thsttk upon thy pow^r ! 
... Hoiir 



How often baft tbou ken rae pale with joy, * 
And ircmbring at a fmile i an^i ihall I— ?r 
MfmL Myron ■ ' 

[y^/ /i6tf/ Mcmnon^arts uf/uJi/euIy^ 
Mem Ah, hold ! I charge thee hold I One glance that 
way 
Awakes my hell, and blows up all Its flames.— 
The world turns round, my heart.is fick to death ! 
Oh, my ^ftra^tion \ perfea lols of thoaght \ 
■ Mand. Why ftand you like a ftatue ? Are you dead? 
What do you fold fo fail within your arms ? . . , 
Why with fix'd eye-balls do you pierce thf gE9und ? 
Why. ihift your place, as if yqu trod on fire ? . 
Why gnaw your lip, and groan fb dreadfully ? 
My Lord, if I have fpent whole live-long mghta 
In tears, and figh*d away the day in private, : ,. 
Only opprefs'd with an eicel^/pf love, ^ 
Oh, turn, ;indfpeak tome! , . . 
' Mem. And thefe, no doubt. 
Are argumepts that I (hottkidrawthy:blood.----t^ 
I^o child was ever lulVd upon the breaft 
'^^^ithha^,f that tendernofs has- melted from riiec. 
And fell like balm upon my wounded fouU 
And fh^ t murder thee ? Yes,^ thus — thus— thus. 

\[E?nhracing feme ilmf* 
Mand^ Alas ! My Lori fo^geu we are to die. \ .. 
-£Memnon g^zes with wonder on the dafrger, 
Mem, By heavVl had 1 my fdul had took her flight 
In blifs-^ — Why, is not this our;brldal-day ? 
Mtnd. ' That way diftraaion lies, 
Mem. Indeed it does. 
S^h^. Ohl Oh! 

Mand. Thy fighs and groans are (harper than thy fieel. 
The guard is on ua. 

Mem. Then it muft be done. 
Sun, hide thy face, and put the world in mourning. 
Though blood ftart out lot tears, 'tis done— but one. 
One laft embrace. 

[Jr he emhracis her, Jht hurfts into tears* 
Let me aot fee a tear. 1 could as foon 



;^ab at the face of heaven, as kill thee weeping. 
Mand. *Tis paft, I am compcj^'d. 



Ato* 
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Mm. And now^ and now* 
Mand. Be not fo fearful, 'tis the fecond h\ovr 
Will pain my heart — indeed this will not hurt me. 

Mem. Oh, thou hail flung my foul quite through and 
through, 
With thofe kmd words ; ,1 had ju A j^el'd my breafli; 

[Dajbing Ido^m the dagger* 

And thou undo*A it all 1 could not bear 

To raze thy ikin, to fave the world from rum. 
Mafid, If you're a woman, .I'll be fomcthiftg more. 

ISfa&s hcrjklf. 
I {hall not tafte of heav'n till you arrive. [Dies* 

M^m. Struck home— and in her heart. She's 

\ dead already, 
And now with me all nature is expir'd.— - 
My lovely bride ; now we agaia are happy, 

\^tah hm/clfi 
And better worlds prepare our nuptial bow'r.— 
Now ev'ry fplendid object of ambition, 
Which lately with their various glofTes play'd 
Upon my train, and fool'd my idle heart, 
Are taken from me by a little mill, 
And all the world is vanifli'd. [Dies^ 

A march founded. Enter Nicanor and Sypkoces viBoriouu 
The GuardiJobich were advancing to the^od'tesfy. 

Nic. The day's our own, the Perfian's angry pow'rs 
Have well repaid this morning's infolence, 
And turn'd the defp'rare fortune of the field 
By fore, though late relief. 

Syp/j, Nicanor, friend; 
I from the city bring yaa welcome news : 
My guilty letter from the amorous queen 
I Ipread amongft the multitude ; while yet 
Their blood was warm with reading the black fcroll, 
Myris to view the fortune of the fight, 
Leaving her palace for the wcftcrn tow'r, ^ 

Was feiz'd, torn, fcatter'don the guilty fpot 
Where hergreat brother fell. 

Kic, The gods arc juft. 

S}>/fh. See where Buiiri$ comes, your royal captive, 

F Za 
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In his misfortune great ; an awful rum ! 
And dreadful to the conqueror ! 

[Nicanor ^dn;ancing fies tk bcdUu 
• K/r. Sad fight! — --- — 
A fight, that teaches triumph how to mourn. 
And more than juftHics thefe ftreaming tears,- 
Even on the moment that my couQtry'3 fav'd 
From fore opprefSon, and inglorious chains. 

\He falls on his Atendantu 
A^edtShout. 'Enterl&\x^im ^xycuTiiled, 
Buf. ConquerM ! 'Tis falfe; I am your matter ftill; 
YoOr mailer, though in bonds : you ftand aghaft 
At your good fate, and trembling can't enjoy, 
Nour from my foul I hug thefe welcome chains 
Which (hew you aH Bufiris, and declare 
Crowns and fuccefs fupcrfluous to my fame. *—^ 
You think thi« ftreaming blood will low*t my thought; 
No, ye miftaken men, I fmile at death 5 
For living here, is living all alone, 
To me a real iblitude, amid 
A throng of little beings, groveling round me ; 
Which yet ufurp one common fhape and name- 
I thank thefe wounds, thefe raging pains, which promife 
An itttermew with equals foo& elfewhere. 

[He fees Memnon. 
Ha! Dead? 'Tiswell; he rofe not to my fword, 
I Qoiy wi&'d his fate, and there he lies. 
Some when they die, die ail: their mouldVing clay 
Is but an emblem of their memories : 
The fpace quite clofes up through which they pa&'d* 
That I have liv'd, I leave a mark behind, 
Shall pluck theihining age from vulgar time. 
And give it whole to late poflerity. 
My name is writ in mighty charafbers, 
Triumphant columns, and eternal domes, 
Whofe fplendor heightens our Egyptian day, 
W-hofe ftrength ihall laugh at rime, till their great bails, 
6ld earth itfelf, il)all fail. In after-ages, 
Who war or build, (hall build or war from me. 
Grow great in each, as my example fires ; 
'Tis I of art the future wonders raife ; 
I <ight the future battles of the world*— 

Great 
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Great Jove, I come ! Egypt, thou art foifaken : [Slaks. 

Afia's impoverifli'd by my finking glories. 

And the world leiTefiS, when Stturis falls.. [Dlis, 

Syph. Bear the dead monarch to his pyraiDkid ; 

And for what ufe foe'er it was defign'd, 

By that high-minded, but miflaken man, 

There let him lie magnificent in death ; 

Great was his life, great be his monument: 

And on Bufins-'nepheiir, young AriaceBt 

Of gentler Ipirit, let the crown devolve. 
From this day^s vengeance let the nations know, 
Jove lays the pride of haughtieft monarchs low j 
And they who kindled with ambitious iire. 
In arts and arms with moft fuccefs afpire, 
If void of virtue, but provoke their doom, 
Grafp at their fate^ana buiid themfelves 4 t9.n>b. 



End of the Fifth Acr. 
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EPILOGUE. 

By a pRiEifD. 
Spoken by Manda^te. 



CT" H E race of critics^ dull judicious rogues^ 
•^ To mournful plays deny hrijk epilogues. 
Each gentle fviiain and tender nymphy fc^ they^ 
From a fad tale Jbould go in tears away^ 
From hence quite homejbouldfireams of forrow Jhed^ 
And dro^n^d in griefs Jiealfupperlefs to bed. 
This doHrlne is fo grave ^ thejparks fuoon^thear it ; 
They love to go in humour to their claret. 
The city Vfho owns a little fun worth buying^ 
Holds half a crown too much to pay for crying^ 
' BefideSy who knows without theft healing artSy 
But love might turnyour heads, and hreakyour hearts } 
And the poor author^ by imagin^ d ijjoesy 
Might people Beth^lem with our Belles and Beaus f 
Hence /, who lately hid adieu to pleafurCy 
RohVd of myjpoufey and my dear virgin trcafurei 
/, whom you faw defpairing breathe my lajly 
Jim free and eajy^ as if nought hadpafl > 
Again put on my airSy and play my f any 
And fear no more that dreadful crcaturCy man, 
—-But vohence does this malicious mirth begin ! ■ 
I knoWy ye beafsyyou reckon it no Jin, 
* T is f range that crimes the fame y in different plays y 
Should mo*ve cur horror y and our laughter raife. 
Lovers jay ^fccure the comic aSor tries y 
But if he*s wicked in blank verfcy he dies^ 
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^e farce ^ nvhere win)€i prove frail^ftiU makes the 3^, 

And the poor cuckold is aftandingjeft : 

But our grave hard^ a virtuous/on of Ifis^ 

Counts a boldftroke in love among the vices^ 

In blood and wounds a guilty Umd he dipsye^ 

And vjajles an empire for one ravijb^d gipj). 

What mujlj morals fill an Oxford head^ 

To notions of pedantic virtue hred! 

There eachjiiff Don at gallantly exclaims^ 

And calls fine men and ladies filthy names ; 

They tellyou rakes and jilts corrupt a nation .« 

'-'Such is the prejudice of education ! 

Touj who know better things, '' will fure approve 

Tbejefcenes^ thatjhew the ooundhfs power of love* 

Let^ when they will^ th* Italian things appear^ 

Tbis^ay^ ive trufi^JBall throng an audience here* 

BoldMyrotCs pajjion^ up to frenzy HXJfought^ 

Would ill be warbled through an eunuch'* s throat t 

His partf at leafi^ his part requires a man ; 

Let NicoUni aS it if he can* 
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wMlbe continued weekly, till all the BRITISH POETS, 
making in the whole about one hundred volumes, are 
completed, in as correct and beautiful aflile as the. cau- 
tion or art of man can produce. Price only is. 6d. per 
volume. 

AuUiors already pubH(hed«. . £* s. d^ 

MILTON'sPocticalWorks, complete, 4 vol. 060 
pope's Poetical Works, complete, 4 vol. 060 

DRYDEN's Poetical Works, complete, 3 vol. 040 
BUTLER'S Poetical Works, complete, 3 vol. 046 
PRIOR'S Poetical Works, 3 vol. 046 

THOMSON'S Poetical Works, cpmplete, 4 vol. o 6 o^ 
GAY's Poetical Works, complete, 3 vdl. a 6 o' 

N. B. The Tranflations of each author, and all the 

mifcfllaneouscolkdlibns of poetry will form a conti- 
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npation of the Britifh Poets, and be arranged in a re« 
gular and claffical manner, with beaAtim embellifh* 
nients adapted to the fubjed<tf eaehroliniie. 

Left it fhould be conceived, or reprefented, that the 
poblication will fail of Sts prefent fpirfted execuHon, or 
become ful^c^t to any tedious interruptions, tl« Pwblift- 
er repeatait with trnth, chat a fufficient number o^ to« 
lumes are already printed, to prevent a poilibHity of any 
iloppage on account of the letter- prefs. He has too 
much propert^r and reputation at fi^c, to fuffer aby im* 
pediment whatever to take place, beyond the approba- 
tion of his fubfcribers. He has jufl made fome new en« 
gagements with the taodt capital artifts in the ktn^dtts, 
at an additional expence of one thott£uid poan£, fer 
the embelliihments of this work wlyj which ars now 
executing, a,nd will fpeedUy appear in the pubUc^ion. 
NotwithSanding the fupcrlativa adminKion which this 
work would command, even naked, as it comes from the 
printer** hands, yetthepablilher knows, from experience, 
that public encouragement will kenp pace with his ea< 
deavoors to defervc jr^ and therefore he is refolved 6n 
promoting every improvement that m^y be ncceflary to 
eflablUh this work as a model of psrfe6tion, which others 
may imitate, but (hall not be able to excel. Theprefcnr 
fubfcribers arc refpe^tfully informed, that thcy^ wHl be 
fupplied with the ftrik impreffions, and the books in 
perfeftiott ; as they have been moft forward to enco«- 
age, fo it ftall be the pubKfher^s ambition to give eafljr 
fubfcrtbers the preference. Mtlton'a new pieces are en- 

f raving, from fublin^e fubje£ts, from the defigns of 
Icrtimer, and' will be given gratis, when finifhed, in 
the courfe- erf the work. The plates for Gay 'a Poeti- 
cal Works,, in three volumes, and thofe for Young, 
which are the next in fucceffion, will difcover the riling 
merit of their department, and the continuation of the 
work will both furprife* and delight^ bj its nne^Qalltd 
beauty, smd purity of execution. 



"SoohpulJi/hedhy]. Bell. 

THE TREASURY; or, Repofitory of Politics and 
Literature for 1770. The materials which thefe 
volumes contain are the moft authentic monuments by 
which to arrive at the truth of thofe tranfa^ibns and 
events which have fo much agitated the prefent times, 
ind which lare fo likely to attraft the attention of future 
ages. 2 vols, price i as, 

REMARKS on the ENGLISH LANGUAGE ; 
being a deteCflion of many improper expreffions 
ufed in converfation, and of many others to be found 
in authors. By R. Baker. • 

** Mr. Baker, the author of thefe remarks, hrrs 
•* pointed out a great number of improper expreffions, 
** which we frequently hear in converfation, or meet 
•* with in books; and has fubjoined many ufeful ob- 
" fcrvations." Critical Review. Price lis. 

DISCOURSES on the fevcral eftates'of man oa 
EARTH, in HEAVEN, and HELL, deduced 
from reafon and revelation, as they have been repeatedly 
delivered to crowded congregations in the abbey church 
at Bath, and at St. Stephen's, Walbrook, London. 
Price 2U 6d. 

THE HISTORY of Sir WILLIAM HARRINO-^ 
TON. Written fome years Tince, and revifed, 
corre<Sed, and improved, by the late Mr. Samuel Rich- 
ardfon, author of Pamela, Ckrifla, Sir Charles Grandi* 
fon, &c. in four volumes. Price 12s. • ' 

• This interefling work, befides a very extcrvfivc* 
fale at home, has been circulated through Scotland,' 
Ireland, France and Gerniany. It has been gene- 
rally allowed not unworthy a fituation in all libra-' 
ries, as a fupplement to RJchardfon*s excellent 
writings; and the encouragement it has met, plainly 
demonftrateff the approbation wherewith it has been 
r^d. 

To this new edition an explanatory index is ad- 
ded by the editor, who takes this means of returninoj' 
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hk fiatert thajikt to tliepiiblic» fer the indvlffeiH f«« 
ceptioa tke work has been favoured with, aniT tifuret 
Uiem every care ihail be taken within his ability, to^ 
render it Ml mre deferving of their attention. 

THE UNIVERSAL CATALOGUE. Containing 
a concife review of every new publication of the 
preceding month, on the plan of the French catalogues ; 
together with an abftra^ of the opinions of both Crtti* 
cal and A4onthly Reviews, and every other periodical 
work (of which there are ixmy) that undertake to give 
an account of new books* . At thefe opinions are 
vaoged under each other^ gentlemen will tbis be better 
able to judge oi the merit of any piece, than by a iighl> 
of a feux ill-chofen extraAs* ielefied by one prejudiced 
or incompett^nt reviewer. Beiides, as the authors ol 
this work do not is^tend to confine themfelves to a cer- 
tain number of pages, no publication of the preceeding 
month wiU he omitted ; an advantage the pvidic: hw 
not hitherto experienced, as books have »qI been r^ 
vkwcd tiUfoma montha after they have been out» 

EDWAJM> aiul.EUEONORA* a trafedy as it ia 
performed at the Theatre-Royal, Cov^M-Garden. 
Written by Thomson, and altered by Thomas Hull» 
Price IS. 

THE PRODIGAL SON, an Oratorio; written by 
Mr. HvLi,, of Covent-Garden Theatre> and fet 
to mufic by Dr. Arnold. A new and improved edi- 
tion, embelliAed with a beautiful engravinjj; adapted 
to the fufcijeft. Price is. 

RICHARD PLANTAGENET, a Legendary Talc ; 
written by Mr. Hull, who has taken uncommon 
pains in fele^ing every curious particular in his pawer, 
that might tend to confirm the authenticity of the iloryi 
which is founded on a very lingular and pathetic event* 
Mr*' Shertvm has finiihed the embelliihment, under 
the immediate infjie^tion of the celebrated BaitolozzIj. 
ill a iiile that will attrad critical approbation. The 

fubjea 



ibfa§a6tis an tdft6t\tig interview betweatit fWi6 pritictpdl 
Ohara£lers iu tlie Poem, and the tSe^ mn& irreii&ibly 
pleafe every judidoms e^.. Quarto, on very iarge and 
<fine paper. 2S« 6d« 

THE FRIENDS ; or Original Letters of. a pcrftn 
drceaiied; now firft publiiked from the manu- 
Icript in his correfpondent's haads* In two volumes^ 
price 6$. bound. 

A New Edition, being the Sixth, Price is. 6d. . De«» 
dictted, by Permiflton, to Lord Viiconnt Ligo- 
©ier. PRINCIPLES of POLITENESS, Part L By 
the late Lord CHESTERFIELD. Methodized and 
^igefled under tdiftin6^ heads, with Additions, by the 
Rev.. Dr. JOHN TRUSLER. Containing every in* 
flrudion neceilary to complete the Gentleman and Man 
«f Fashion, to teach him a knowledge of lifei and make 
him well . vectived in all companies, . For the improre* 
ment of youth, yet not beneath tfie attention of any« 
Alfo by the fame Author, the Fourth Edition, price 
IS. 6d. Addrefled to and calculated for Young Ladies. 

%* At the requeft of fereral • Private Tutors and 
Mafters of Academies, the two preceding articles ar^ 
translated inte French, in a claffical and elegant flile, by 
the CHEVALIER DE SAUSEUIL, in two vds.^ 
Price 7a; bound. Allowance to thofe who take a dozen 
fcts. 

AN ESSAY on GLANDULAR SECRETION ^ 
containing an experimental enquiry into the for. 
nation of PUS, and a critical examination into an opu 
nioA af Mr. John Hunter's, *' That the blood as alive.** 
By JAMES HENDY, M. D. Price 2t. 

AN EASY WAY to PROLONG LIFE. Part L 
The Third Edition. Price 2». Being a Chemical 
Analyiis, or, * An Enquiry into the nature and proper- 
ties* of all kinds ofFoodft,' how far they are wholefome 
and agree with dUferent conf^itutiotis. Written fo as 
to be intelligible to every capacity. By <a Medical Gen* 

tkman« 



fleman\ Alfo, Part 11. Price xs.'6d. Containing many 
falutary obfervations on exercife» fteep, drinking, foioak- 
sng, bleeding, dnun drinking, and the utility of taking 
phyfic in the fpring. 

THE CECONOMIST. The Thirteenth Edition. 
Price IS. Shewing in a variety of eilimates from 
8ol« a year to upwards of 800I. how comfortably and 
genteely a family may live with frugality for a little 
money ; together with the cheapeft method of keeping 
korfes. 

*^* An attention to thefe ellimates will infallibly 
tend to the comfort and happinefs of thoufands, aa 
they will teach the reader how to make a little go a 
great way* and (hew him . what expences he may enter 
irnto con&^lent with his fortune and fituation in life. 

HENRY II. or. The FALL of ROSAMOND, a 
Tragedy, as performed at the Theatre-Royal, 
Coven t- Garden, by T. Hull. Price is. 6d. 

GENUINE LETTERS from a GENTLEMAN 
to a YOUNG LADY, his pupil, calculated to 
form the Tafte, regulate the Judgment, and improve 
the Morals. Written fome years fmce, now £rft revifed 
and publifhed, with Notes and lUu^rations. By Mr. 
Thomas Hull, of the Theatre Royal, Coven t- Garden* 
In two neat volumes, price 6s. 

TEN MINUTES ADVICE to a every GENTLE- 
MAN going to purchafe a horfe out of a dealer, 
jockey, or groom's liable ; in which are laid down efta- 
bliihed rules for difcovtring the per fe6t ions and bkniito 
•f that noble animal. Price is. 



DAM^S TAIL; or, The FIRST METAMOR- 
PHOSIS, a poem. Price 28. 



A 

PANTHEONITES, a dramatic entertainment, as 
performed at the Theatres Royal, London, with 
univerfal applavfe. Price is. 
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TO HIS GXACE THE DUKE OP 



MONTROSE. 



* My LojiLDy 

I Beg leave to (belter the following tragedy under your 
patronage ; a final], but jfincere return of gratitude 
for the many obligations I have to your Grace, and in 
particular, for the generous concern with which you 
e.poufcd and fupported the intereft of this performance : 
and to which I am greatly indebted for its reputation and 
fuccefs. 

Permit me to add, in juflicc to your Grace, ^and I da 
it with equal pride and pleafure) that I received this in- 
dulgence without being obliged to pay for it that adula- 
tion and bafenefs of heart, which is fometimes exacted by 
the vulgar great; but is more frequently the voluntarj , 
ill-judged offering of mean and venial writers, I air, 
with the truefl 2:eal and attachment. 

My Lord, 

Your Grace's moft obliged, 

• And moil faithful fervsuit,. 

D. MALLET.. 
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PROLOGUE. 

, Written by Aaron Hill, Efq. 

TN youth Vihen modefty and merit meet^ 
■*' How rare the union y and the force bow fvoeet ! 
Thai* at fmaUpraife our humble author aims^ 
His friend n^ ginie him <whathis hlujb difclaimk^ 
Laaies-'-^to youhe makes his chief addrefs ,• 
Form*d to he prayed to^ and e*vcn bom to blcfs ; 
He feels your ponxjer himfclf and makes it felt ; 
JS/i fcenes iviU teach each ftubhorn heart to melt j 
And each fair eye that noiM Jbines foftly htre^ 
Amu JhaU fhihe Jtill fofter thro* a tear. 

Let not conftraint your generous fighs refrefs^ 
Nor veil compajfon^ nor repel dtftrefs,' * 

Tour ftX*s jtrengfh is in fuch weaknefs founds 
And fighs and tears but help your charms to woundL 

Of all the ^vonders taught us by the fair^ 
^s firan^efiy tragedy Jhouldlofe their care t 
Where Love^ foft tyrant^ in full glory reigns y \ 

And fovereign beauty holds the ivortdin chains^ ^ 
Lefs poli/Fd^ and more bold^ the comic mufe 
Unkings your Cupid^ or objlru^ his *vienvSy 
Upholds prefuming i^ifs familiar cl^iim^ 
And blots out a^we from lovers diminijhd flame \ 
Findf ^r^^iu faults ^ and fits, thm J^ong in Jtgbpp 
,jiifd4§ri^.drj^^'9UomaM. falfe^ or v^u^ pr Ugki* 
WJSile tragedy y your fervant try^d and true^ 
Still to your fame dcvotedy ,and to ypu^ 
Knflanj*d to love^ fuhdu^d ambition bringSy 
Firms beauty 5 pinveTy and crowns it king of kings^ 

Let wifh^d attentioM grace ourfiene to-ntghi^ } 

And tnourn^d affi^ions nwue refined delight* 
J£acb tender light of life nxje recommend^ 
Wife^ hujhandj fubjeSy parent^ fon^ and fricTtd^i 
All your impajion^d int^rejls Jball engage^ 
And hopes y and fears ^ and pity ^ fire the fiage* 

Theuy wben foft forrwj fwells the fair-oAt^s^lreaff^ 
And fad imprTjJions mix 'with nightly rtft^ 
F leafing remembrance Jhtdl our fcene fupplfy 
And tlje fvoect fadtkniTig influence never die^ 
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Into tlie yawning guljph. They cannot 'A:ape» 
A lea rowU o'er the foremoft* 

Mi. Ah ! fhe ilrikes 
Ot yondor waVfe-woim ^lifF. The faqil (hock 
Has doubtlefs fliivcr'd her flrong fide." She links 
So fwiftly down, that fcarce the ftraining eye 
Can trace her tallell maft. Where is fhe now t 
Hid in ^he wild abyfs, wyji 9il hs^ cx^w^ 
▲li iofl for ever ! ' 

£ur. Turn wc from the fight, 
TftP difrpal for a woman's jBye to bear. _ 
Ill-fated men ! whom, knowing not, I mourn f 
Whence, or what ii^ay they he ? Even now, perhapey 
in fome far diflant land, a faithful wife. 
Or tender parei\^ ofbv& vpws.^o J^airea 
> for their rcturn,«and fondly numbers up 
The ling' ring montl\s of abfe^c^* Fruitlefs love t 

They never morefliall meet U By my own ilia- 

Severely taught, I pity. them : yet think 
Theirfate, all full of horror as it feems. 
Is rather to bc^vy'd. They are now 
beyond the hand or fate, gt reft for ever j 
mileXMelifla \ '. ' / 

MeL Ahi Eurydice, 
My royal m\flrefs, rather think the gods 
Would tfcach you, by this fight of mournful ruin ,1 
Patience and gentler thought. When others too 
Are miferable;, not to know the worft 
Is fome 'degree of blifs- 

Eur. Melifla, ,no»^ ' . 

1 Xell ther^ no ill fate, no face, of ^eath. 
Can be fo drez^dful as ^ Jife like mine. 
Call back to thy remembrance what IVeb^eus 
How happy 'in a hu(band, and a fon 
The rifing boall of Greece I Behpld me now 
CJftil down to l,owe^ infamy*; the flave, 
The fport of a foul tyrant,, who betray'd me. 
And would dcftroy my honour, Gra,cious.HeaTen ! 
And fliall this bold offender, who has broke 
All boinds of holy faith, yet bids his foul 
Rejoice and take her eafe ; (hall he long triumph- 
liej;e ia the throne of Corinth, while itft lord. 

^ Thr 
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^^ The great, unhappy Periander, roams 

^B An unknown fugitive ? 

B^ MeL Thefe tears, mjr Queen, 

W Thefe faithful tears, which fympathifing forrow 

I Draws from my eyes, fpeak the fad ihare I take 

In all your mighty ills. 

Eur. ^Sa'y, now^ MeliiTa, . ^ 

Is there among the daughters of afflidion^ 

One fo forlorn as poor Eurydicie ?* 

A prifonor here; fubje^d to the jwwer 

Of impious Proclesj daily doom *d to hear,. 

Ob, deadly infutt ! ' his deteded love. 

What ill can equal this ? Why did I truft; 
~ The brutal tyrant ? 

MeL See^ his minion's here. 

Enter Mcdon. 
Me J. Hail, beauteous Queen ! By me, the royal Frocks 

With lowly fervice bend^ him to your charms ; 

Bids fmiling health, and gentlefpeaceof mind 

Light up your mom, and make your evening fair* 

This, with ^he tehdereft vows 
Eur. Canft thou inform, me 

Of thofe unhappy men, whom I but now 

Saw perifli on this coaft ? 
Jkfr//. , Not who* they are ; 

But what their fate, thefe eyes with dr»d beheld. 

The King too, from the morning's thace returnM, 

At this fad fight fporr'd on with all his train, 

To fave, if poffible, whom the wild fea 

Calls forth upon the land. But firH his love. 

That counts each moment's abfence from your eyea 

An age of lingering torment, bade- me fly 

With health and greeting to the matchle^ fair. 

Who holds his foul enflav'd. 
Eur. Then bear him back. 

From her whom he has wrong'd, betray'd, and ruin'd. 

Horror and loathing, unrelenting fcorn, 

And all a woman's hate, in jvift return 

For his detefied love. The tyrant <;oward ! 

Tq cruHi the fallen and hdplefs, to embitter 

The pangs, the miferics himfelf has caus'd, 

Whh gall of mockery I 
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Med. Your pardon^ Madam, 
If I, the humblcft of your flaves^prefume 
To place before your eyes in faithful profpe^t. 
That mournful period, full of dread and danger , 
Which late you iaw. Behold then your falfe fubje&, 
Wantonly mad, and fpurning every tie 
Of fworn obedience, mix'd m one bold treafon, 
Threat*ning ^nd univerfal : your loft huiband 
Abfent, involv'd inunfucceisfulwar; 
His troops averfe and mutinous. From them 
Bold faction with contagious fwiftneis fpread 
To Corinth too, where the wild herd aroused 
Infulted you, and drove you to this fortrefs. 
Say, where was then your hope, when meagre Famine 
Join*d his devouring ravaee, and youreyei 
Saw daily, hourly peri(h, thofepoor few 
.Whoiis iaith had kept them yours? 

Eur. ,Oh, would to Heaven , 
I then had perifh'd too ! 

Med. S(ich was yourfiatei 
Loft even to hope, when generous Proclet flcwr 
Impatient to your aid, dilpers'd and quel^d 
The general t!:eafoii. Majr I dare to vitge 
Thcle fervices ! But what are thefe^ his throne^ 
His heart is yours ; he lays them at your feet ; 
He ttds yo\t reign in both, 

E»r. Thou bafe of heart ! 
To (laves like thee, who flatter and inflame 
Their prince's crimes, are owing half the plaguei 
That curfe mankind. Has not fhy cruel mafter, 
Whefe guilt this fliameful praife <>f thine brings home 
On thy own foul, fay, has he not ufurpM, 
With penfidy avow'd, the very crown 

He fwore to fave ? And I too thy bold infuk 

Shews I indeed am wretched. But, away ; 

*Tis bafe to park with thee, the fycophant 

Who leads him on from guilt to guilt, and fwears 

He grows a god by finning. \^Ejch Medon* 

McL Ah, my Queen ! 
My heart forebodes fome fatal confequence 
Will grow of this. 

£ur. Why, let it come^ Meliflk. . *' 

I i merit 
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cftt all that fortune catt iilfli6t, 

_ truiiing this betrayer^ this cursM Froclc3» 

Mel. Alas! what could you do? . 

Eun I (hould have'dy'd. 

e was the known and mortal foe of Corinth. 

MeL Yet his fair-feeming might hive won bdief 
Jrom doubting age, or wary policy. 
By frequent, urgeht meflagfe, he conjurM you 
To fave yourfelfT With open honour 'oWn*d 
Eiis ancient enmity ; but, by each power, 
Celeftial and infernal, fwote 'twas pall : 
Nay, more, that as a king and as a man,- 
Juft indignation at your impious fubjefts; 
And pity of your tate, had touch'd his heart. 

Eur. But Fame had fpoke him fdithlefs,bold, ambitious; 
No, 'twas the coward woman in my foul, 
Th' inglorious fear of dying, that betray'd 
My virtue itito the deceiver's power*. 
For this, my heart, each confcious hbur Upbraids nic, 
As faithlefs to my trull, weak, and unworthy 
Even of the bafe, precarious lite. T Isold. 
For this, OH, crown of mi fery ! I'm doom*di 
Daily to hear the tyrant's ihipious paffioh, ^ 
His horrid vows and oaths. 

MeL That way. indeed 
I dread to turn my thoughts. A foul fo brutal^ 
And flown with nightly infolenCe and wine. 
What may he not attempt ? 

* Eur. Oh, curfc, to know 

• That I am in his power, ai^d yet compeird ' 

• To fuffcr hated life !— i-for can I die 

• Unheard, unjuftifyM, While yet perhaps 

• Th* unhappy Periander thinks too hardly 

• Of my late error ? King of gods and men ! 

• Whofe univerfal tyt beholds each thought 

• Moft fecfet in the foal, giVc me to clear 

• My faith to him ; I aik of Heaven no more 
' Formy paft miferies. 

* MeL What fhouts are thaft? ' ' {Looking ouii. 

• Ah, rae! th' inhuman triumph of the Croud, 

• The hard-fouTa many, whd have watch'd the ftorm, 
^ For driving wrecks, the fpoib df periih^d wretches. 

Sun 
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* JSirf. Unfeeling beafts of prey ! — Mcthinls* the ftorm 
^ Is almoft overblown* The waves fubiide, 

* And fall their Hercer roarings. But, alas^ 

* Of all the four, not one remaining fail 

* Is to be feen around.' . 
MeL £ither my eyes 

Deceive me, or the good Leonidas 

Bends hitherwai;d his fleps* and on his brow 

Sits fome af&iding thought. 

Eur, Hal whence is this ; 
W)iat mean theie (ecV-et (hiverings, this dark horror 
Of fbme approaching ill ? 

Enter Leonidas« 

Leon. Forgive me. Madam, 
That I appear before you to impart 
A mfeurriful mcflage ; but by Procles* order—— 

Eur, Whate'er proceeds from him, Leonidas, 
Mud needs be fatal to me. But fay on. 
No form of ruin ts fo dreadful nowt 
As bein^in his power. 

Leon, Unhappy Queen! ^ 
Your fate might melt the hardeft breafl, and teach 
Even Cruelty *s r^morfelefs cyc^o weep. 
How (hall I ff eak tfte reft ? \ 

Eur. Leonidas, 
What is this fata} tale, too fadfor utterance ? 
Alas ! why doft thou weep, why turn thy eyc« 
Severe on heaven ? 

Leon, This ruinous ftorm, 
Whofefudden outrage— 

Eur* Hal what* ihips were thefe. 
Say, fpeak, that funk but now before our eyes^ 
Infightof fhore? 

Leon. The. very fleet defign*d 
To refcue foil ; tp/ree repenting Corintl^ 
From this betrayer, this detefted Prodc$. 
The King was there embarkM^ 

Eur. Then all is loft 1 

3Iel. Ah, Heayeni fliefaipts^ 

Litn. Behold, ye gods ! this fight. 
Remember the cursM author of this ruin. ■■ ■ 
My eyes, my fours in tears to fee her thus* 
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Eur. Oh, Pcriander, my much-injur'd Lord, 

Would i had dy'd for thee ! Ah, gentle maid ! 

Was it then he, my huibaod. whom thefe eyes 
Saw perifli in the ftorm ; whofe fate I wept. 
Nor knew that all the cruel wreck was mine ? 

Mei. Unhappy day ! 

* Eur. Undone Eurydice ! 

* But I will die 1 fliould have dy*d before, . 

* When my mean cowardice, my dread of death, 

* Betray'd me to falfe Procles. I had then 

* Dy*d innocent ; I had not then dcfervM i 

* Aruin'd hulband's curfe. Oh, thought of horror ! 

* Perhaps his lateft breath, even in the hour 

* Of dreadful fate, charg'd me with all his wrongs, 

* His life and honour loft, perhaps expir'd 

* In imprecations on me, 

* Mel. Oh, for pity, 

* Forbear thefe fatal thoughts ! they but inflame 

* The rage of real ills, and wound you deeper.*- 

Leon, Would tears, my gracious miftrefs, aught.avail us, 
Methinks thefe aged eyes could number drops 
With falling clouds, or the perpetual ftream. 
But while we mourn our enemy rejoices. 
And founds his cruel triumph loud to heaven. 
If I have bow'd me to his impious will, 
Tho' with that llrong abhorrence nature feels 
At what ihe holds moll mortal ; 'twas to turn < 
Againfl the traitor his own treacherous arts. 
And ruin him more furely. This may be. 
Sad Corinth looks with horror on the hand 
That fcourges her each hour with whips of fcorpions. / 
She waits butfome fair chance, at once to rife 
And drive him from her throne. [^ Ilouri/h. 

MeU Thefe trumpets fpeak 
His near approach. 

Eur. Father of human kind. 
Eternal Juftice, hear thefe guilty (bundar, 
Behold this tyrant's revel, while a king. 
Thy great refemblance, floats a cold pale corfe, 
Or on the naked beach caft vilely out, 

Unknown, unhonour'd lies ! Leonidas, 

By all my griefs,-! beg thee, fearch thefe ihores, 

B Each 
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Each cliff and cavern where the wtld wave beats. 
For my lovM Lord, and to thefe -widow M arms 
Give back his dear remaini. * But Procles comes/ 

[Exeunt Eur. and MA. 
Enter Procles, Medon, and Attendants. 

Proc. Hail^ glorious Day ! aufplcious Fortune, hail ! 
From this triumphant hour my future life 
Runs fair and fmiiing on. The bold attempt, 
Laid dark and deep by my moUt dt^aded foe, 
Is periftiM with irs author. From on high 
Heaven arm*d his winds and Teas to fight for me ; 
And vi<5^ory is mine without my care, 
Almoft without my knowledge. Yes, the gods. 
The gods themfelves, efpoufe my happy caufct 
For this, let flowery garlands wreath their fhrines ; 
Let hecatombs before their altars bleed, 
And triumph reign thro' Corinth. [Attendants vottbdravj% 
Is the Queen 
Informed of all, Leonidas ? 

Le^n, She is. 

Proc, And (he receivM the news— — • 

Leon. With fad furprife. 
And many tears, my Lord. 

Proc. Jibft the fond fex. 
Such their vain grief; a moment's pafling ftorm, 
Then all is calm. Be it thy farther care,-. 
As the receding flood forfakes the (hore, 
To make (lri6l fearch thro' all this coaK around 
For Periander's corp(e. I wo aid, methinks, 
A while indulge my eyes, a while perufe 
The features of a rival once fo fam'd, 
So terrible in arms ; whofe partial fortune 
Soar*d high above, and ever thwarted mine 
In all the dearer aims that fwell my thought. 
Love and ambition. 

I^on, Mark this, righteous Heaven ! [AJide. Exit, 

Med. At length, Sir, all the gods declare for you, 
And fortune is your own. Your native realm, 
Fair Epidaurus, peaceful and refign'd, 
Acknowledges her Lord. Your rivars fate 
Confirms his kingdom yours. 

Proc. Yet I am ftill 

UnblefsM 



E U R Y D I C E.' x^ 

XJnblcfsM amid this flow of profp'rous fortune. 
l^ot all the charms ambition's Aiorelefs wifh* 
£mpire and kneeling homage, can beilow 
The better joy I long for. 

Med, Ah, my Prince ! 
Forget^ or fcom that proud, ill-naturM faif*one I 

Proc. Impoifible. l^w Heaven, my foul can forit> 
No wifti, no thought but her. I tell thee, Medon, 
With bluflies tell thee, this proud charmer reigns 
"Unbounded o'er my reafon* I have try'd 
Cach fhape, each art of varied love, to win her ; ' 

* Alternate prayers and threats, the foothing fkill 

• Of pailionate fincerity, the fire 

• Of rapturous vows ; but all thefe arts were vain % 

* Her rooted hate is not to be remov'd.* 

And 'twas my foul's firft aim, the towering point * 

Of all my wiihes, to prevail in this, 

To triumph o'er my rival too in love* 

That had been great revenge ! but baffled bere^ 

I*m difappointed flilL 

Med, Believe me, Sir, 
When once the fit of wilfulnefs is o*er, 
The burft of tears difcharg'd, fhe*ll quickly fofteiH 
Stoop to your wiihes, and forget a huXband 
Who is no more. 

Tree* Perdition on his name ! 
I dread his memory as my rival flill. 
But if I have not won her to be mine. 
At leaf}, the hated hufband reap'd no joy 
From her fantaflic honour. Stung to madneft, 
For ill-requited love, I darkly fpread 
Surmifes of her truth. He thought her falfe ; 
And, as. he doated on her, the dire tale 
Waspoifon to his quiet. Jealoufy, 
In all its horrors, muft have feiz'd his foul. 
I triumph'd there ! 

Med. 'Twas exquifite revenge. 
I too, my Lord, who live but for your pleafure, 
Your ever- faithful (lave, 1 too combin'd 
To aid your vengeance. You can flill remember. 
When in a dungeon's depth Arifton lay, 
Arillon, Periaiuler's factious friend* 

B z With 
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With looks of fecming pity, I oft mournM 

His hard imprlfonment, complain'd of you. 

Nay, cursM your cruelty, *tilll had brought 

His unfufpedting honefty to credit 

My fidioii ot the Queen. 1 told him then, 

With well-diflembled hatred of her crime, 

Embittering every circum (lance, that ftie, 

Forgetful ot her better fime, had heard 

Your fecrcr paflion, and with €qual ardor 

Return'd its warmth. Nay, that (lie often urg*d you 

To wreak your rage on him, the hated friend 

Of Periander. Having thus alarm 'd him. 

After a long paufe, I let him Tcape at lafl, 

To find his mailer out. 

Proc, I thank thee, Medon. 
But this avails not much." My foul bums in me, 
With furious longings tofubdue that woman ; 
To bend her pride of virtue to my paflion. 
I fancy, in her arms tranfcendcnt joys, 
A heaven of higher blifs, not to be found 
In unrefifting beauty, woo'd and won 
At idle leifure. Yet once more I mean 
To try the fortune of my wifhes with her j 
And if I am repuls'd, away, at once. 
All little arts of love. 

Med. Mean while, the banquet, 
Which pleafure's curious hand hath furnifh'd out 
Withfplendid choice, awaits you, and invites 
To laughing thought and triumph. There the god, 
Th* infpiring god of wine, with rofe-buds crown'd, 
Mirth in his look, and at his fide the band 
Of little playful loves, fills high the bowl, 
And bids it flow unbounded, Mufic too 
Joins her enchanting voice, and wooes the foul 
With all her powerful (kill of moving drains. 
Till the gay hour is quite d flblv'd in bliO, 
In ecflacy of revel, all unknown 
To lean-look 'd Temperance, and his peevifh train. 

Proc. Come on then^ Medon. Lite' is vainly fliort, 
A very dream of being : and when death 
Hasquench'd this finer flame that moves the heart. 
Beyond is all oblivion, and wade night, 

That 
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That knows no followiog dawn ; where we (hall be 

As we had never been. The prefent then 

Is Only ours ; and (hall we let it pafs, 

Untafted, unenjoy'd ? No, let us on. 

Hail we the rifing fhade ! and now, while night 

Leads on the fecret hour of free delight, 

With wanton gaiety, in naked ftate, 

Xet mufic, mirth and love around us wait. 

[Exeunt. 
End of the First Act. 



ACT 11. 

SCENE, a rociy Coqftt terminated hy a *tfievjoftht Ocean^ 

Enter Periander* 

p£AIANPElt» 

* TJ Y the pale glimmering of the falling moon, 

* Jj Amid the broken windings of fhefe rocks * 

* I wander on forlorn, and find no place 

* To truft my head, or reft my weary fleps. 

* Horror purfues me ^lofc. In eacn low blaft, 

* And murmur of the main, methinks I hear 

* The murderous fpics of Procles at my heels. 

* Thou mournful Queen of heaven ! and you^, dvead godi^^ 

* Who rule the feartul fccrefy of night, 

* Behold me here^ the fport of human chance, 

* A namelefs wretch, a ruin hardly fav'd 

* From the devouring deep. There my laft hopes,. 

* My great revenge, lies buried. Is there more ? 
*■ Away, away I a traitor fills my throiie, 

* Triumphant in his crimes ; and I, the while^ • 

* Roam here a midnight fugitive. Yet this, 

* All this I could have borne- He was my foe,, 

* The jealous rival of my power — r-But thou, 

* In whom my foul had treafur'd up her heaven^ 
^ Friendfhip^ and faith, and love, Eurydice! 

* Thou to betray me ! 

* [Letting himfelf fall againjt the Roci^ 

* Ha ! by the moon's fad beam, I can delcry 

^ The towerft that hold this author of my (hame.. 

B 5 Nay, 
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* Nay,'Procles too, perhaps— rand may not he, 

* Even now— ^ — confufion ! dca«^h ! he may, he docs 

* Invade my bed ! Oh, hell ! (he fmiles to hear 

* The ftory of my fate ! And now they give 

* A loofe to impious joys. All -feeing Powers ! 

* And does your vengeance flumber? Are your bolts 

* Referv'd for me alone ? Ha ! yet 'tis juft. 

* Confcience, that in the day of fortune's favour 

* Securely llept, now rouzes into ftrong 

* And dread cdnvidl'on of her crime, I broke 

* The facredoath fworn to.a dying father, 

* To free my country from her chains, IVIy foul 
' Shakes as I roll this thought. Oh, Providence* 

* Awfully juft, tho* guilt may (hut her eye, 

* Thine ever wakes to mark, to trace, to puniflvl* 

Enter Lebnidas. 

Leon, This way a diftant found alarmM my car ; 
Broken it feem*d to be ; the voice of mourning 
And deep dillrefs, Methought it rofc juft here. 
From thefe deaf- founding cliffs. But all is ftill, | 

Save the hoarfe deep yet working from the ftorm. 
Some Power direct my fteps where I may find, 
By this faint moon -light, my lovM maftcr*s corpfc, 
To favc his facred reliques from the rage 
Of brutifh tyranny— Ha ! what art thou h 
A man, or fear- form'd (hadow of the night ? 

Fer^ Lconidas! 

Leon. The faiiic. But fpeak again » 

Per., Leonidas ! . 

Leon, Ha ! can it be, ye Powers^ 
My royal Lord ? 

Fer. [Coming forward.] A wretch that has no name. 

Leon. Oh, all ye gods ! may I believe my fenfcs ? 
' ris he ! my Prince !-?— Jufl Heaven, to thee I knecf, 
And thus adore thy gracio\is providence ; 
* *Tis mofl amazing !' 

Per. Rife, Leonidas, 
I am beneath thy care. Thou feeft me here 
The laft of men, caftoff by all good Powers ; ■ 
Sav'd from the deep to be more loft on fhore. 

Leon. My king and mafter, tho* my heart bleeds in mc^ 
With all your mighty ills, I rouft agaia 

4 Blcfs 
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Blefs tbat good Heaven whofe providence has fav*d you. ^ 
•Tis great ! *tia woad-rous ail 1 But how, Oh, how 
Have you efcap'd the tyrant's jealous fearch ? 
His guards with ftrift furvey rang'd every cliff 
And hollow of thefe rocks. 
Per, 1*11 tell thee then* 
We were in fight of Corinth, when atqnce 
Broad darknefs hid the (ky ; at once the winds . . 

Roar'd with mad binder o'er us, and the fcas 
In rowling mountains rofe. A florm. fo fierce, 
So big with ruin, baffled our heft ikill. 
Defpair ftruck every heart. The (hip ran round 
In giddy whirls, and bulg'd on fome hid rock. 
Oh, difmal moment ! flill methinksl hear 
The general, dying fcream of multitudes, 
Jufl drowning in th' abyfs. How poor a thing . 

Is a king then, Leonidas ! J grafp'd 

A floating wreck, the big fea roaring.rouqd me. 
And burfling o'er my head : * but bury*d deep 

* Beneath the whelming tide,' at once I loft 
The light of heaven and life. A wave, it feems^' 
Lodg'd me within a cavern's fccret depth, 

Near yon tall mountain. 

Leon, Miracle of fate ! 
Sure God's immediate hand condu6ked it, 
Severely merciful— How fliall I tell , 
What pangs, what agonies .of foul I felt 
At light of your fad wreck ?— — But, Sir, the Prince, 
What of his fate ? 

Per, I know not what to think*: 
But to be mine, it feems, is to be wretched. 
Half of my fleet, yet riding in the port, 
I left to his command, but with flri6t charge 
To fail a few hours after. * 'Twere in vain 

• To tell thee now the reafon of my order.' 
This florm, I fear, may have furpris'd him too. 
Unhappy boy ! 

Leon. Your own efcape, my Lord, 
So full of wonder, and beyond all hope, 
Inclines me to flrong faith, that Heaven is flill 
Concern'd for your affairs^ But to b^'hold *• you, 
^ So late the fir it and happieitof majikind| 

* Alone 
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• Alone and i^iindenng here at the dead hour ;* 
No roof but heaven's high cope to (helter you ; 
No couch but this unhofpitable earth, 
To reft your brine-drench'd limbt-^it kills niy heart. 
Curfe on the tyrant ! 

Per. Pr'yihee, think me not 
So poorly foulM to (loop betieath the prt^ure 
Of Fortune's hand. Th»t'were to merit it. 
But there is flill behind^—^-^Ob, death to honcair ! 
One crufliing blow, that lays me low indetfdS 
That finks me in the duft ! 

Le0n> What do I bear^ 
Your words amaze me ! 

Per, How, Leonidas ! 
Surely thou art no Granger to my thoughts 
Procles— Eurydice*-Wtlt thou not (peak. 
To fave my {ha0e ? Say, tdt me wliat thou kildw'ft 
Of that bad womsm . 

Leon. With fudh watchful care 
The tyrant's trufted fpies obfcrve her ^ps. 
That, till this fatal evening, when, by order 
Of Procles, I informM her of your death, 
I have not feen her once. 

Per. Juft what I fear'd. 
That guilty fecrecy was well contriv'd 
To cover crimes too foul for honeft eyes, 
And heaven's fair light to fee. None, none but Prcclet 
~ Could gain admittance ; and to him my gates, 
My fortrefs, nay, my bed itfelf was open ! 

Leoft, Oh, wrong her not, my Lord ! Had you but feen 
With what convulfive pangs or heart-felt anguilli^ 
What bleeding agoAies, flie heard the talc 
Of your imagin*d death, your foul woald melt. 
In pity of her woes. This Procles too, 
Caird down each power of heaven to witnefs for him. 
He meant her fair. Hers was the common caufe 
Of kings, he faid, whofe place and honour bound them^ 
Tofcourge rebellion, in whatever fhape, 
Wherever foundt And then what was her flare ? 
Death, in his ghaHlieft form, devouring famine. 
Hung indant o'er her head. Oh| think of this, 
And add not to her wrongs 1 . 
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Ver, Ha ! wrong her, fay 'ft thou ? 
Anfwer me ; has (he not entail'd difgrace, 
And vilenefs on my name ? Has fhe not made mc 
The laughter of my foe, the fcoif of Procles ? 
Ohj curfe! is there in all the wrath of heaven 
A plague, a ruin, Hke that infamy ! 

* Wrong her — I am too well inform'd of all ; 

* Too certain of the blufhful flain that cleaves 

* To me and mine for ever I' 
L,eon. Ah, my Lord, 

By all good powers, by your eternal quiet, 
I beg you hear me 

Per, I have heard too much, ^ , 

Too much, juft gods ! to hope for quiet niore, . 
Thofe fates inexorable, that purfue 
My life with utmoft rigor, would notfpare me 
1 he knowledge of my Ihame. From my beft friend 
Blufhing I learnt it— But haft thou e'er felt 
That heart of anguifti ftabb'd by murderous fears, 
And ftiuddering with ten thoufand mortal thoughts ! 
That tempeft of the foul thiat knows no calm ; 
Toffing from love to hate, from doubt to rage, 
To raving agony ! 

Leon. A4as! my Lord, 
Truft me, I weep to hear fo fad a talc. 

Per. ril tell thee alU for, Oh ! my foul is fill 1, 
And muft have vent. * My aking memory, 

* Still fruitful to my torture, brin^^s again t , 

* Thofe days, thofe months of horror I have knowti. 

* Abandoil'd todiftriiftion, I renounc'd 

* The commerce of mankind. I fought to vent . I 

* My ravings in the wildnefs of the woods; .... 

* To hide my (hamein their pro foundeft night. j , 

* The morn flill brought it back : the midnight -(hade • 

* Could not conceal it. Her lone echoes groan'd 

* Unceafing with my pangs ; and her fadghofts, 

* Foi bid to reft even in the grave, in me 

* Beheld a foul more loft, more curft, than they.* 

• Leon. 0\i^ Sir, no more— — 

* PiT.' When I caird back paft time, 
Life's vernal feafon, the foft hours of peace 
And unfufpeAing love; our growing joya 

In 
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In rearing one lovM foo ; that hcftir^n of biih 
Which princes feldom find| and was all ours, 
My foul dy'd in me. ^ Solitary, wild » 

* I wept, I groanM, in bitteroefs of heart* 

* But when curft Procles flaih'd on my remembrance, 
^ My known, my deadly foe— that he cf all, 

* That he had made her vile ! 'twaa then, 'tis now 

* Rage, fury, madnefs.' — You at laH arrousM Lt 
To thoughts of vengeance. With all fpeed I {kiVd, 
Feeding my frenzy with the gloomy joy 

Of flabbing the betrayer in her arms ; 

Of plunging both to bell — but thiscurft fbrm ! 

Thefc treacherous waves ! 

L^ofi. Ye gods, what have I hoard ! 
Alas, alas! all waves, allftorms^ are calms 
To jealoufy. Oh, noy lov'd Lord, beware 
Of that de^royer, that felf-tortia*ing fiend, 
Who loves hit pain, and feeds the cruel carea 
That prey upon his life ; whofe frantic eye 
Is ever open, eter prying round 
For what he dreads to find. ' By all mofi dear 

* And inward to my foul, I think tho Queen 

* As pure as Truth herfelf.* This is, by heaven^ 
Some dark-laid treachery, the ci'imc of Pnxiea. 

Per. Of Proclep, fay 'ft thou ? 

Leou^ Oh, you know him not. 
Luft and ambition are not all his guilt. 
But fM)W*s no time, my Lord, 
For lurcher talk. I tremble for your life* 
This place is hoftile ground ; and danger here 
May find us out, though (hrouded round with night* 
Hence let us fly, where I may lodge you fafe 
In ibme oblcure retreat ; till pitying heaven 
Unravel this perplexity of ills. 
And point us what to do. 

Per. Thou good old man ! 
By heaven, thy matchlefs honefly and truth 
Half reconcile roe to difgrace and ruin. 
Yet blufliing let me tcW 5iec all my f )lly— . 
Might I but fee Eurydice.-^Nay, ilart not : 
I know 'tis bafe. I know (he is beneath 
My coolefl fcom. I hate and ourf& this weakaefa. 

Yet 
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Yet let me fee her— If (he iKll has kept 
Her faith inviolate ; fallen as I am, 
My ruin will be light. If otherwife. 
To know the ward will be foft ibothing eafe 
To this hot hell of doubt. 

Lecn. I wi(h you, Sir, 
To weigh the certain peril that attends 
This raHi adventure. Should, which Heav*n arert. 
Should Procles' guards difcover you. Oh, think . 
What mufl eniue ! Think, in your fate, the Queen 
And Prince both ruin'd ! 

Per, But my genius prompts. 
Fate calls ; and I muil on. No face of danger 
Can be fo dreadful as the vultur-thoughts 
That gnaw my heart-firings. But we both are fafe. 
The moon .withdraws her light : and who will dream 
Of finding Periander in this rufiet ? 
This, when the florm grew big, I threw around me ; 
In hopes my vulgar fate, if then I perilh'dy 
Might ever refl unknown ; and Prodes flill 
Sit trenobling on his throne-^But hark, what founds f 

LeoM. The tyrant thus difhonours fortune's £avour 
By this mean pomp and triumph-— Yet 'tis well. 
Now riot rules the hour, and watchful order 
Reflgns his pofl to difTolute fecurity. 
We now may pafs unquefiion'd. Come, my Lord, 
This way our path lies. May fon>e friendly god 
Walk with us, and throw tenfold darknefs round, [Ex^, 
Enter Eurydice alone, 

Eur, Oh, night of ruin, horror, and defpair! 
Walks theie beneath thy univerfal (hade 
A wretch like me undone ? All-ruling gods ! 
Why have I liv*d to this ? Why was my crime 
Viiited on the guiitlefs head ? on him 
For whom my foul would have met death with joy ? 
Where (hall I turn my eyes ? What hope remains 
To mifery like mine ? Oh ! I am lof): 
Beyond the hand of Heav*n to fave me now. 
Leonidas returns not— — 

Enter Melifia. 

Meh Gracious gods. 
Defend my royal miftrefs ! As I watcVd 
Without lor good Leonidas, this moment 

Ifaw 
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I faw the tyrant crofs the lower court. 
Preceded by his minion : as new rifen 
From the road midnight's feaf^ ; his wanton robe 
Loofe-flowing from behind, and on his head 
A feflal wreath of rofes — Ah ! he's here. 
Enter Procles and Medon. 

Proc, Hail, young- ey'd god of wine ! parent of joys ! 
Frolic, and full of thee (while the cold fons 
Of temperance, the fools of thought and care, 
Lie ilretch'd in fober Qumbers) we, the few 
Of purer flame, exalt each living hour 
With pleafures ever new.— Euryd.ce ! 
Thou queen of fouls ! thou rapture of my rows \ 
What means this penfive mood ? Oh, quench not thus. 
In fruitlefs tears thofe eyes, that wonc to fmile 
With all love's fweetnefs, all his dewy beams, 
Diftufing life around thee. 

Eur. Hence, thou tyrant, 
And leave me to, my forrows. Ills like mine 
Would draw remorfe and reverence from the favage^ 
Who howls with midnight wolves amid the defart 
In quell of horrid prey. What then art thou ? 
Whofe brutal rage adds bitternefs to woe, 
And anguifh to the breaking heart ? 

* Proc. 'Tiswell. 

* Yet have a care : my temper but ill brooks 

* Upbraiding now. Be wile, and timely feize 
*. The minute of good f^^rtune, that by me 

* Invites thee to be bleil. 

* Eur. Talk'il thou of blifs? t 

* Thou bane of all my happinefs ! Caft back, 

* Call back thy guilty eyes, and view the crimes 

* Thy foul (lands charg'd with : view my bleeding wrongs^ 

* Infulr, imprifonment, diflionour, rum ! 

* All, all this guilt is thine — but Heaven will find thee. 

* Thofe gods whom thou haft proudly fet at nought, 

* Will call thee to a dreadful reckoning. 

* Proc, No, 

* The gods and I are friends : they crown my caufc 

* With their beft favour. Come, be thi u lOo mine, 

* And imita e the great example fet thee. 

« Eur. 
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< Eur. ThoQ Tain and blind m foul ! The righteous 

• Oft, in their anger, cloath the worft of men [gods, 

• With all the pride of fond profpcrity, 
^ To make his fall more terrible.' 

Froc. * Confufion !* 
Still wayward andpcrverfe !— Off then this tamenefs^ 
Thefe fupple, £m'ninfi; art$. 3y all th* impatience 
1 bat goads my foul, I will not Matter more. 
Know thou art in my power, and 

Eur. Tyrant, no, 
I fcorn thy bafe, unmanly threats— Ah, Heaven t 
Doft thou look calmly on ?— But be it fo. 
Tkii friendly dagger fets me free. 

{Attempting to ft ah htrfilf. 

Vroc. Ha! what, 
What means thy frantic paffion ? This is wildnefs, 
Th' extravagance of female wilFulnefs ; 
It mufl not be ; you (hall be gently forcM 
■ To live, and to be happy. 

Enter an Officer* 

Offi, Sir, forgive . 

This rude intruiion. What I bring imports 
Your prefent ear. As now I walk'd the round 
Of this wide fort, where the ileep-winding path 
Ends at the northern gate, I fpy'd a Granger, 
Who fought to lie concealM. Forthwith I rous*d 
The neareft watch; and, ere he was aware, 
Surrounded him at once. His fullen iilence. 
And hands oft r^sM to heaven with earnefl adtton, , 
Convince me he is of no common note. « 

Eur. My foul ! what dof): thou hear ? [AJUe. \ 

Proc. 'TiswelU I thank thee. 
Hajle, fee him brought before Us. 

Enter YerizndtT guarded; 

Eur. Oh, ye powers ! [J/de.' 

P^. Ha! poifon to ipy eyes ! 14^4'. 

Proc. I know him not. 
His dref$ is poor, and fpeaks him of the vulgar* 
^ He feems to labour with fome (tormy thought. 
That deeply (hakes his frame, - What art thou ? fay, 
Why at tjiis hour of filence lingViog here ? 

C .. -Ha> 



^ E U R T D I C E.' 

Ha ! Ipeak, refolve me; or the nek ftall tetr 

Coafefiion from thy pangs. 

P^. Fate, thou hail caught me 1 
But all is equal now. iJjUe^ 

1 To bim. ] Thch fee before thee 
The ftiao OD carch whom thou hafl injured meft* 
If guilt can know remorfey what luufl thoa 6ofX 
At light of neriander ? . 

Prcc. Perianderl 

Eur, Now, now^ we both arc rum\L 

Proc, Heaven, I thank thee. 
I formM but one fupreroe, <oae ^crowning wilfh. 
And thou hail heara it ! This is more than triumph t 

Eur. Oh, my lovM Lord 

Pir* Thou canft no more betray tne^ 
For thee, ray foul ftill unfubdu^d and (ttt^ 
Dlfdains to parle with thine. 

Proc. Yet thou art falfen 
Beneatli my wrath, the yaifal of my noil. 
To be cha(Hs'd for mirth^Ouards, drag him hence. 
And plunge him in the dungeon's deptlu 

Eur. Ob^ htav^n ! 

P^r. Aw^y^ 
Unkingly bcnifter. Can profperky 
Pebafe thee to the cowardice of infult? 
Thy brutal manners well revenge meon fkee^ 
They (hew thee as thou art—* My nobler paity 
^ Th' immortal mind, thy madneis cannot reach ? 
^ Thy whips and rackrcan there imprefs no wound** 
As for this weary carcafs in thy power, 
It is beneath my care. Lead to my dungeoe. 
Chains, fcouTges, torture, all that nature feelsj 
Or fears abhorrent, cannot fliock my thought 
Like thy loathM fight, atid that vile woman's. Oil* 

[Exit guarMm 

Eur. My Lord, my huflmui^ flhy— *Oh, hear me! 

hear me 

'Shame ! ragel diftiiaffion !-*--—Crud tynmt, off. 
I'll follow him to death. 

Proc* No. By the joys 
That fwell my fbaring thou|;ht| you flwUnot 'Aipe oie« 
z Re- 
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Kcvenge and lo^e combine to omwn this tof^ 
With marcblefsbiifs- 

Mur. Inhuman! h^ thou eyes? 
Hail thou a heart I and cannot all this wreck 
Of ruin*d majeftjr, ruin'd by thee, 
Moye*one relenting thought^ and wake thy pi^? 
He feels not what 1 fay ; repeated crimes 
Have favag'd his remorfelefs fbnl.-*Hearthe», ' 
Ahnighty Jove ! behold, and judge the caufc 
Of Periander I ninnber all hi9 wiongt 
In plagues, in horrors—— 

Froc^ Ha H 1^ lifdl, thia? raving 
But wings his fate. Since thy fbnd folly wedH the*" 
To ruin with this rival, know he dies ; ^ 
This very nighi he diet. Thfough him I n^eafs 
To wound thy heart indeedw Thou ^alt behohl h\m 
When the rack ihetehes ftroog his reading joifits^ 
Burilsall his veins, and hunts the flying &ul 
Through every limb. Then, when convuliivc agon]F 
Giiaa hideous ia hl» lacei m a ngl e d and bl e edi n gs 
In the laft throes of death, Xhou (halt behold him.^ 

Eur. It is not to be borne ! My life dies in me 
At the deftroying thought— Ah ^ilay ihce, Prqcles— « 
Affift me, pitying Heaven !•— See then, behold mc 
Thus proflrace at thy feet. If yet thou haft not 
Renounc^i all manhood, feeling, aod remorfe^ 
^ Spare me his life ; fave only that : all etfe^ 

* His crown, his throne be thine*^ 

* Proc, Off! let me go: 

* Thy words are lofl in air. 

* Eur, Nay, hear me, Pfocles, 

* As is thy hope in Heaven's forgiving goodnefs^ 

* Shut not thy heart againd the cry of miCeryJ 
Banifh us any whither; drive us out 

To fliame, want, beggary, to every woe 
That moft embitters hfe - 1 yet wiU blefs thee. 
Forget my crying wrongs, and own thee mert^fu]* 

r rocles ajtiky onAfauJing, 
Thb woman fools my.rage — but to refoUe. 
No^— yes ; it (hall be fo. Rife then, and leatQ. 
Thjr triumph o'er my foul. Yes, he (ha)l Ib^. 
This Periander whom I deadly hate- 

G a- Nay 
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ay more, he fhall be free. Leonidas, 
*ith fnch fafe condudt as thvfelf (halt name. 



Attends him to our kingdom s fartheft limit. 

This, in the fight of Jove the fupreme lord, 

I fwear to do; fo thou at lad confent 

To meet my love— Ha ! what I and doft thou from 

Weigh well what I propofe ; for on my foul, 

His life or death awaits thy next refolve. 

[ Exeunt Procles and MedoD» 
Eur. Then kill me firft— He*8 gone ! and now, ye gods, 
Is there among the wretched one fo loft, 
So curft as I ? Oh, fcene of matchlefs woes I 
Oh, Periander i wert thou fav^'d for this ? 
Ye holy powers in heaven, to whom beloog;» 
The fate of yirtue, and redrcfs of wrongs, 
Affift, infpire me how to faYe his life ; 
Or to th* unhappy hufband join the wife. [Eximit^ 

End of the Second Act* 



ACT III. 

Eurydice and Melifi^ 

Melissa. 

THIS chearlefs morning rifes flow and fad. 
The frowningheavens are black with ftormy cloudi| 
And, o'er the deep, a hovcriyg night of fo^s 
Lies dark and motionlefs. 

Eur, That mournful face 
Of Nature is lefs gloomy than my foul r 
All there is darknefs and difmay. Ah, me I 
Was ever night, MelifTa, Jike the laft ? 
A night of many terrors, many deaths I 
How has my foul out-liv'd it ? But, great gods I 
Can mortal-ftrength, can human virtue bear 
What Periander feels ? In one day's courfe, 
Wrecked, made a captive, funk into a dungeon. 
To die or live as his curft foe decrees ! 
Diftradtion's in the thought. And what tan I 
To fave his facred life ? 

Ha 1 is it Heaven [Jfier apaufu 

That darts this fuddch light into my foul ? 

This 
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This gtimpfc of dawning bope ?— It (ball be tryM# 
Yes, year, ye powers ! my life and ^me fhall bot& 
Be ofi'er'd up to f^Te his dearer life. 

Mel. Alas, what meanyou^ l^adam ? 

Eur. Mean, Melifla! 
To do a noble juftice on myfelf } 
A deed for which, in nations yet unboroi 
Chade wives anc) ms^trons (hall renown my name«, 
Vve wrongM my bufbjind greatly, and I m^aa 
Ample atonement of my guilty weaknefi«- 
Go then, Meliffa— — 

Mel. Whither mxA I g[Q I 
I tremble at your words. 

Eur. Yet it flicks here, 
This fatal purpof«« Can I leave behihd m^ 
A doubtful name, infulted, wpunded, tora> 
By cruel calumny ? I can ; I dare ' 

*" Throw of the woman, and b^ deaf to all ^ 

•- Thofe nicer female fears that call fo loud,. 

* Importunate, and urging me to live 

* Till I may clear my tn|th from allfurmiie.** 
Go then, and in my name— 'Tis worfe than dcathh 
To utter it— but go, ihfqr^ the tyrant,. 

So Periander lives, and is fee free, 
I yield me to bis wi (h. 

MeL Ebrbid it, Heay^nl' 

£ifr.Thoufanh(uljTiftuottsn[iaid? Kno^tbcn, m]f^lail|, 
"Hy.fizMrefolve. Bv this I mean to amufe 
His brutal ho|>e8^ and faVe me from his viotenc^^ 
Till Periander i^beyottd bis reach. 
Then, if heftiildare urge his impious purpofei^, 
A da|wer fets me free. This arm at lafl 
Shatlfib^meii^tQnhimf myfdf, orbodi*. . 
jE^^L^onidas.. 

Sur. Leontdas ! 

Letm. Ah, Maddn\ !' 

* Eur. Date lialk 

Where Periander iis— -— Ah^ where ifidccj ^^ 
Gliain'd in a dungeon's airleis deptl^ amid 
Foul dampS; and lonefome darkiiefs 1 Oby .tka^ tli^tfglit < 
Draws blood from my torn heart*. - 
^M. J^flice' divine i 

C J, It. 
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n thy great day of viiitationy mark 
This man of blood. Ob, let him feel the hanA 
He dares to dilbelieTe. To all his counfels 
Send forth, in thy juft wrath, that fatal fpirit 
Of error and ill uuon, that foreruDj. 
The fall of guilty kingt. 
Ere morning dawn, 

Soft to the difmal diingeon*^ mouth I fiole^ 
Where, by the glimmerings of a dying lamp^ 
I faw my great unhappy matter laid 
On the cold earth along— 

Eur. Oh, hide the fad, 
The fatal image from mc. * The dire thought 

* Will run me tnto^ madhefs, 
* Leon. Yet even there,. 

* Where pale difmay, the prifoner*8 drear ailbciatef,. 

* Sits ever fad and Ueeplefs,. he could refV. 

* Superior to the cruel fate that crufli*d him,, 

* He (lept as deep as indolence on down. 

* Thefe eyes beheld it ; and I would not brealCv 

* His wifh'd repofe, but fix'd in filent wonder, . 

* Stood weeping o'er the fightj 

• Eur* Ah, me r my life 
Flows out at every word— — What^s to be done t 

Leon. Madam, I fet my all at ibke for him* 
Old as I am, and broken witb the load 
Of threefcore years^ what is a life like mine^ 
But as it may be ufeful to my mafter ? 
Already the fad people know his fate : 
And I, by faithtut hands, will try to rouze 
Their pity fir ft, and next their rage. No hour,, 
No moment ihalt be loff. 

Eun Thou good old man f 
What words can fpeak thy worth ?. Fair loyaltj 
And faith inviolate, which feem'd quite loft 
Among mankind, live in thy^ virtuous bofom» 

Lem, No more of this, my Q^een. Might I but fet 
This haughty tyrant, in fome guilty hour 
Of infolence and riot, when hb pride 
Plumes all her vaineft wifhes, hurl'd at once 
To ruin unforefeen ; my labours then. 
My fervicesi wer^ greatly 0Yer-paid» 

Mm 
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Eur. Heayen hear thy pious wifli, I too the while. 
To favc ray hulband's life, have been contriving—— 

Leon! Madam, the tyfant — I will ftnd another 
More favourable moment. lExet/iti Ewr» and Mel*. 

Enter Procles and Medon*. 
Proc. Holdtbyfelf 
Prepared, Leonidas : I muft employ thec^ 
In an affair of weight.. [Leonidas nxiltbdravOU 

Methinks J droop 

With more than wonted he»vine(s of heart. 
But I will (hake it off^ and to the winds 
Give every thought of care. 'Tis only fondneis.^ 
And fancy fick wuh hope. Eurydice 
Bends to my wiflies : and, in her, I hope 
That heaven imagined that (ble blifs^ which yet 
My fearcb could never meet. 
Med. It moves my won<lcr 
To fee your love thus wedded ta one bofbm r 
Whtle all around bright crouds of rival beautiet 
Pradife each art of charming^ look, and ulkf 
And live for you alone. 
. Froc. Alas, my friend ! 
Poor is the triumph over hearts, like thefe : 
This hour they pleafe us, and the next they palf. 
But to fubdue.the pride that fcorns to yield ; 
To fill th' unwilling breail with fighs and longings^ 
With all the foft diftradHon of fond love, 
Even whale it drives agakift* th* invading viflor, 
And wonders at the change ; that, that is conqueft ! 
The plume of pleafure ! and from her alone 
A glory to be won. 

ikffi/. Well, may you find 
In this proud fair-one that enchants you thus^ 
Whatever imagiiiation's fondeft eye 
^Beholds ia rapturous vifion, or youn^ love 
In all his wantonnefs of power can give. 
But yet, forgive your fcrvant's forvi'ardzeal. 
Mean you to keep the promife you have made her f 
Fro. I do. 

Med. How, Sir ! what fet her hufband fIee^ 
Froc. I mean no lefi. 
Med^ Your paidoD| Sir ; 'tis weK^ 

But 
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But have yoi^ c«Unly Wftgh'd» la reafeo*! fcale. 
The certAia confcqvcnce 9 Set free ymxr mal f 
A foul m»dc fprious with hb mighty vrongt ;. 
Poiiiiig with b4te, raee, jealoufy, revenge ; 
With the full-p;gther*d ^Qrm of deadly paffiona l 

The gods forbid it. Sir And all to dry 

A froward womaa'i tearg I 

Froc, No, BO, my friend ; 
Nor liberty nor life ihali long be liis r 
I never meaqt him either ; hut my faitk 
Is pais'd to fet him free. By that alone 
The haughty Queen was overoome ; and I 
Will keep th' illufiye promife to |Mf eari 
Bpt break it to ^er hope. 

Meii* As howy my Lord ^ 

Free, Such inbred enmity my four bean hit 
As Nature does to rub, to the grave, 
Where the whole man defcends to rife no more* 
Hear then what I intend^ Thou l^oow'ft the fortrefi^ 
That guards our frontier op the Theban fide. 
That way our foe muil pafs ;. but thotiflialt firft 
Poil thither on the fpur with wary fpeed : 
And with a chofen band, drawn from the fort^ 
Way-lav him on the farther hill, dofecouch^^ 
In the deep covert of thofe pendant woods»^ 
That (hade the path below. 

Mfdm. Conclude it done* 
Slee|» fhaU not know my eyes, dll hia are cloi'A! 
In everlaAing night. As to his prifon 
I waited him, hecall'd me minion, ilavc, 
A traitor's parafite, the bafe-foul'd minifter 
Of his loofe pleafures ; and I will repay him,v 
For each opprobrious ttame,. a mortal ftab* 
Yes, he (hall feel his fgte. Infult. anditaupt. 
Embittering evci^ blow, fliall mock his pangSy> 
And" give him fevenfold death. 

Proc. So, now to try 
This Pe rian d er i horoqghly • Go, MtdoD, 
Command him hither. [SM Medom- 

No, I canQ9t be4r 

Hislaft uight*8 haughty look andmitam'd Ipisit*. 
It baffles my revengey, imdl^ ftili mi&. 
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My Bobleft triumph ; for 2 meant to bend him i 

To bafe dejp6tlon, and to feaft my fcorn 

With his pale cheek and fappUcating eye-. 

But I will hunt this pride through each recefs^ 

Each clofer folding of the foul, till I 

Have funk him to my wiih.— Thou, jealoufy ! 

Almighty tyrant of the human mind. 

Who canil at will unfettle the calm brain^ 

0*erturn the feated heart, and (hake the man 

Through all hip frame with tempefl and diilraifkion $ 

Rife to my prefenc aid; call up thy powert^ 

Thy furious fears, thy blalls of dreadful pa^on. 

Thy wh*»p8, fnakes, mortal flings, thy hofl of horfort^ 

Roufe thy whole war againfl him, and complete 

My purpos'd vengeance.*-But he comes to prove iu 

£»/^ Periander, Medon, andGttarJu. 
[Adtfonatii;.'] I have to talk with thee. Thy life, thou 
Depends upon my will [know'^ 

Per. And therefore I 
Am weary of the load. But let the gods, 
Who thus difpenfe our fates, account for them^ 
And vindicate their juflice* 

Proc, Se more calm. 
The noble ipind meets every chance of fortune, 
UnrufBed and fcrene. I, though thy foe, 
Perhaps may mean thee good. 

Per. Such good the tiger. 
Hungry for death and .{laughter, means his prey. 
But know, my foul receives with equal fcorn 
Thy hate and hollow love. I am not tallen 
By thy fuperior fword, or nobler deed ; 
It was the guilt of fate ! 

Proc. Call we it fo. 
At leaft 'tis well thou mufi of force acknovidedgo^ 
Thy crown, thy liberty, thy life and death. 
Hang pn my nod. I can difpofe of all 
As likes me beft. 

Per. Ha ! dofl thou boaft of that ? 
But thou wilt never know how poor a purcb^fe 
Is power and empire gain'd for virtue loft. 

Prock And ytt^ methinks, \ read the diflferattce plaia 
lu th^ and uie, Jt^y virtue and thefe bonds 

Iwei{(i^ 
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I weigh in eqval fcsde agsinft tlie crown 
And iceptreof fairConnth : and while thefir. 
The glorious aim of each great heart that dare» 
Beyond the narrow iphere of earth-bom fpiritB } 
While thefe are mine, I envy not thy tribe^ 
A found, an empty name. 

Per, it joys my foul 
To find the man, who bears me mortal hate. 
At war too with the gods. *Tis great revenge f 
Had not vain fortune made thee blind, the thought 
Would chan^ thy purple to the mourner^ fack-clotlb^ 
What are thy glorious ads ^•— Thou haft undone 
A woman, we2c and worthlefs.— -Yes, ye powers t 
This hero, this fair warrior, well deferv'd 
To fill my vacant feat : he won it nobly f 
DiiTetnbling, perjury, the coward's arras ■ ■ 
With thefe he fought his virtuous way to empinr* 
Thou fe<ft I know thee. 

* Proc. Doft thou preach to me 
The pedant masims of thofe ions of earthy 
Whom the grofs vulgar fondly title wife } 
Slaves, who to (hades and folitude condemnM, 
Pine there with all-ihunn'd penury and fconu 
A monarph is above them, and takes counfel 
Of his unbounded will, and high ambition. 
That counts the world hi« own. I ever held t\tm 
My foe, my deadly bane ; and agalnft fuch, 
Force, fraud/ all arts, are lawful. I have woa 
And mean to wear thy crown. Thou may^ the wluie 
Seek fome vile cell out, and grow poorly M 
Amid the talking tribe of meralifta* 
^ Per. Through this falfeface of arrogance,. I roaA 
Thy heart of real terror and difmsgr^ 
Hence. aB thefe cowaj^-bozfts. The truly brave. 
Invincible to pride and fortune's iattcry, 
Know neither fear nor infult.-**«But I would aot^ 
As thou furmifeft, dream out ufelefs life 
Id floth's una£tive couch. Naiy, i could tcU thee*,. 
That though I ihun thy fhameful ways of conqueft ^ 
Still heaven-born glonr, won by virtuous deeds, 
Hakbattmy £urpurluit; OUl would I fcek her 
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* III toils of war, and in the nobler field 
4 Of juftice, peace, and mercy.' 

Proc, My (oul long* 
To prore thy higheft daring, and to meet tliei 
Amid the din and peril of the battle. 
Thy life is in thy hand : thou art no longer 
Our prifoner. This moment fets thee free. 

PiT, How ! — but thou dar'ft not— Could I find the^ 
In open day, and honourable arms, [there| 

Oppodng war to war, as nionarchs Ihould, 
X would forgive thee all, my crown ufurp'd, 
Thefe flave-like bonds — But that fair hope is vain. 
The fears that haunt thy foul— -f 

Froc. Strike off his mters* [7# Medoai 

Hafte, find Leonidas. Bid him prepare 
To guard the prifoner to our kingdom's frontier. 
There he ihall leave him free to chufe what courfe 
Hit &ncy moft affe^. 

Per. What means all this ? 
Dares guilt th^ be lb brave ? and doft thou free 
The man whom ac^of thine ihall never win 
To owe thee aught but deep and deadly hate ? 

Prac* Go, fee my orders inftintly perform*d« 

* [Medon and Guards retirim 

* Per. And is it fo— I ihudder with my fears, l^^dcg 
^ Say, tell me firft to what is Perianddr 

* Indebted for tfcis freedom ?* 
- Prec, Well it may 

Surprize thy hope : 'twas what I never meaftt thee« 
But that fond woman who enilaves my feui 
To all her wifhes, and dill pitys thee. 
With idle Mandilbmenrs extorted from me 
A fdlemn vow tofet thee free. 

Per, Cbnfufion ! 

Pr#r» Thus I, againft my better mind, feletfe 
My mortal enemy. But let k fpeak 
The greatnefs of my love ; and what dull hulbaad^ 
Through all recorded time, eVgave fudi proof 
Of matchlefs fondnefs ? 

Per. Plagues! perdition t heMI 
DamnM, damned adultrefe !— Villain, flave, 'tis falfe ; 
Thouly*ft What thee! Oh^CHrfe-**— 

iVM-. Ac laft 'tis 4oae» {Exiu 

Fir. 
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Per* Have I then liv'd to this ? to thra coaftifion ? 
My foe, the man on earth my foul moil loath*. 
Rejoices over me ; and fhe— -even (he 
Hath join'd his triumph !— Off, away, begone. 
Love, manhood, reafon— Come, ye ii(ler-furieS| 
Daughters of hate and hell ! arife, inflame 
My murderous purpofe ; pour into my veins 
Your s^ll, your fcorpion-feilnefs, your keen horrors 
That fting to madnefs ; till my burning vengeance 
Hath her full draught of blood 

[Walking <voUh a dlfturhtd mHi^n% 
But bow ! where am I ? 

Oh, this poor brain ! ten thoufand fliapes of fury 
Are whirling there, and reafon is no more. 
Him ! him f a caitif black with every vice I 
Debafe herfelf to him ! — ^the thought is bell ! 
Well, well— -and I, how have I doated on her 
Whole years of fbndnefs ! cherifli'd, pleas'd, adorn'd her 

With all that love can give Yet ftie has done this ! 

Confufion on my folly— — Ha ! flie comes. 
Down, down, tempeftuous foul : let me be dumb, 
And hide tbis Aiameful conflldl that unmans m«. 
Knter £urydicc. 

JEiir, He muft not know my fccret fetal purpofe. 
That I am fixM to die ; lefl kis great foul 

Rcfufe a life fo dearly fav*d And now. 

All powers that pity human kind, aififl me 
In this important hour ! \^Afi^* 

Oh, Perknder— — '^ ifohim. 

And is it thus we meet again ! 

Fer. Hal fee, 
She comes j>reparM. By hell, fhe weeps a lie. 
My rage will leap all bounds* I4fi^* 

Eur, My Lord, my love, 
I know you look on me as on the canfe. 
The fatal caufe of all your ills ; too true : 
That guilt is mine-^Oh, would to heai^en, thisheaA 
Had been laid low in earth ere that fad hour ! 
Why did I (brink at ruin ? Why not bear 
All pangs, all horrors of beiiegin^ famine? 
Alas ! my love— But your falfe faithlcfs fubjcfls, 
To what hare they reduc'd us ? 
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JP^. . Np ; , not they : 
Betrayer ! thou alone haft made me wretched. 
Oh, death to a king's honour ! thou haft funk me 
Into a proverb of reproach ; a word 
For low contempt, for ribbald fcorn to mock at. 

* Kur. Juft gods ! what means my Lord ? 

* Per. Mean ! — doft thou alk ? 

* Ettr. Heaven ! has the traitor then 

* Per. Ha ! does that gaul thee ? 

* Perdition ! — Woman ! Woman ! — Yes, thy m%iion» 

* The vile one, has repaid thy broken oath 

* With well-match'd perjury : has loudly boafted 

* To heaven, and earth, and me, that thou an — Hell I 

* The hated word would choak me !' 

Eur. Oh, dire error ! [Afide* 

My Lord, my only love, by holy faith - [To him. 

I never was difloyal. Rags and penury, 
r>ifcafe and death j (hock not my apprehenfion 

Like that detefted crime 1 dare no more. 

Oh, fly, my love ; hafte from this fatal place. 
And leave me to my fate. Oh, favc your life, 
"While yet 'tis in your power. 

Per. My life ! Away. 
And haft thou vilely barter'd for that life 
Thy truih, and my fair fame ? By yon bleft heaven, 
I could have borne all woes that wretchednefs 
Groans tmder ; age, afflidion, pining angui(h : 
And borne them like a man. 1 could havefmil'd 

At fortune's kceneft rancor But to know 

Myfelf deceiv'd in thee 1 there, there I (ink ! 
There manhood, reafon die. 

Eur^ Oh, ye juft powers ! 
Were ever woes like mine ? What are the whips. 
Rack, engines, all that murderous cruelty 
Hath yet contriv'd — What ar^ they all to this ? 
This infamy that kills the foul itfelf ? 
Yet r will bear even this. 

Then here, by weeping, bleeding love I beg you, 
With ftreaming eyes, hafte from this fatal place. 
The tyrant may recall his word j and then — 
I cannot utter more* » 

Per. And thou canft weep ! 

D Thou 
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ThojA crocodile ! Thefe felfe, thefe lying tears 

Are daggers here. I go — but doll thou hope 

Thy mean diilimulfltion hides thee from me ? 

Thou hafl difhonour'd, ruin'd me ; and novv 

My fight is hateftil to thee. 

But fay, tell me, [Resuming. 

How have I meiited thefe wrongs of thee ? 

What was my crime ? Can all-beftowing lore 

l>o more than mine for thee? — When I call back 

The days that are flo more— Thou wert my all 

Of happinefs ; my foul ne*er knew a joy 

That was not thine ; my doating fondnefs luUM 

Its hopes, its fears, its wifhes, in thy bofom. 

O heaven and earth ! — and yet — ^Eurydice— 

Thou could'tt forfake me ! [Werfs, 

Eur, Oh, this is too much ! 
Heaven knows, I would have dy'd to fave thy life : 
But we will peii(h both, both die together. 
Thy tears diuradl me. 1 will tell thee all. 

Per, Curfe on this weaknefs ! I could tear thefe evet 

From forth their orbs Thou exquifite deceiver 1 

Hence, left this arm (hould Ao a deed of fliame. 
And ftain me with thy blood. 

Eur. Oh, but one moment ! 
For mercy's fake, allow me onefhort moment. 

Per. No; in the fight of all-beholding Jove, 
Here I renounce thee. What a flave to roily, 
To thy curs'd arts has Periander liv*d ! 

Eur, Oh, cruel, cruel ! haft thou caft me out] 
For ever from thy heart ? By all our loves, 
By the dear pledge of our unfpotted flames, 
Grant me one moment. [Kneeb*^ 

Here will I hang, grow to thy knees — Yes, fpurn me. 
Drag this bare bleeding bofom ou the ground ; 
Ye&, ufe me as the vilcft flave— but hear me. 

Per, Away, away. 

Eur. Then ftrike me dead at once. 
Look here, my love ; I flirink not from the blow. 

Per, That were poor vengeance. No, I meditate 
A nobler facrifice— — [Alarm of Trumpets. 

Ha ! what's this ? \Aiarm again. 

TV alarm 



Th^ alarm is urgent, big with war and dreadi 
I am the fport of fortune* 

Enter Melii&« 

Meh Oh, my Lord, 
Some wonderous birth of fate is fure diiclofing ! 
Procles calls out to arms; his guards fwarm round him^ 
Made in each (lep, and fear in every eye^ 
This way too Medon fpeeds, and in hit traia 
A gloomy band of foldiers. 

Per. Let him come. 
Death has no terrors, when to live is ftame* 

Enter Medon at the head of one par ty^ ^\jho hurry the ^CfH 
9ff the Stage ; Leonidas at the head of another ^ who re* 
move the King. 

Med. Be quick, fecure the Queen* 

Eur. What mean'fl thoo, ruffian ? 
Muil w^ tken part f— Farewel, my Lard« for ever^ 

Per. Thott too, Leonidaa !— Nay, then— — 

[ ExeuMt all ha Loonidaf '• 

Le(m.,0^ Jovel 
Eternal and fupreme, whoft nod controula 
The fate of empires, whofe almight)r hand 
Suftains the weak, and r4iies virtue taUen^ 
Now to this royal fufferer deal thy mercy ; . 
Aid his juft arms, and teach mankind to know^ 
Thy fovereign juftice fways the world below. [Exif^ 

End of the Third Act, 



ACT IV. 

Enter £utydice and Melifla. 

EURYDICE. 

WHat may this mean ? The gloomy band of rufiiana^' 
That bore me hence, vaniQi^d I know not how. ' 
Apd hark ! no found, no breath of human voice $ 
But ail around the depth of folitude ! 
A dumb gnd death-iike (llUnefs ! My foul trembles ; 
And apprel^enfion peoples tjie Ipne void, 

Wi 61 fears of horrid fbrm^ But what can fate ^ 

D z What 
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What can the wi^th of all the gods inflict, 
Beyond what I have known ?. 

Meh My gracious miftrefsy 
This awful moment is perhaps the criiis 
Of all your future life. Your gdards fled fudden. 
And late the neighbouring courts were loud with tumu2t|)> 
Which dy'd away in flow and ^uUen murmurs. 
Some turn of fate is near. Leonidas 
In hafte bore hence the King, doubtlefs to favc him 
From his dire foe ; or at the people's head 
Once more to place their fovereign, and reftorc 
You to your former ftate, 

Eur. All otherwife 
My thoughts forebode. There is one deadly ill. 
Which, Oh, too fure, no time, no chance can heal ! 
And at the dawn of day, jiifl^s thefe lids 
Reludant clos'd to reft, Arpafia's fliade. 
My much-lov'd mother, flood confefs*d before me, 
Pale as the ftiroud that wound her clay-cdd limbs-; 
Her eyes flx'don me, flill and motionlefs. 
Streaming unreal tears. She groan'd, and thrice^ 
In low fad murmurs, bade me to her tomb. 
To meet her there — And there, in death alone,. 
In the dark grave, can poorEurydice 
Expert repoie. ' • 

Meh Oh, no ! juft Heaven, I hope, 
That fees your innocence, has. yet in flore . ' 

Much blifs, and many days of peace for you. 

Eur. I know his heart is quite eftrang'd, and Ihttt, 
For ever fliut again ft the voice of love. 
And can my heart furvive it ? Shall I live 
With public infapny? A theme of fcorn 
To all licentious tongues ? Oh, in that thouglit. 
Death's keeneft dart has flabb'd rny foul already ! 
And what comes after is not worth my fear. 
■ Mel, Ha! Madam, this way caft your eyes, and fee 
What fwarms of men ; thefe flying, thofe puvfuing. 

Eur. Now, Lord of battles ! join thy powerful arm; 

Aflcrtthe caufe of righteoufnefs But hark ! 

The thunder of their fliouts grows near and loud. 
This way the combat turns. By all my hopes, 

Th« 
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The tynnt^s party flies ! Look, took, MclMa, 
Their brisjceii numbers to the fortrcfs bend. 

McL And now with eager fpeed they climb th'afcetiC 
ThatlWetous. 

Eur, But who U he, MelifTa, 
That, like the God of War, flames foremoft yonder ? 
See his fWord lighten, and the foe fly fcattering 
From hie tempeftuous arm ! — Ha I—yes — Oh, Heaven I 

* ris he, 'tis he himfelf, *ti6 Periande^r !~ 

Oh, miracle ! ■ He looks again a rtionarch. 

Dreadfully glo'rious. Throw, all ye Powers, your flneld 
Of providence before him ; think on all 
His caufelefs wrongs, and do l^m juflice now. 

MeL Ah ! Procles comes. 
Enter Procles, followeif hy ap4r^ ef Jbls Gnardi^ 

Prcv. Codfafioa ! all is loft, , * 

That traitor has undone me ; and thofe flaves. 
The falfe Corinthians, in a raoment^s flight,. ► 
Threw all their gates wide open to the foe. 
Of hope abandou'd, ind the j^ods agavnft me. 
What now renwins ?-*^The {Joeen ! By Heaven, Vis weH ^ 

Their boafted triumph is not yet com pleat ■ 

She's mine, ft>e's mine, and I afft conqueror flill ! ■■ — 
You, bear this woinan thro' the po.fterA gate, 

[To one party ^ 
Down- to the fouthern fliore. I fail this moment 
For Epidaurus— ^-You, the while, make head [Toanothcv,, 
iVgainfl the near pnrfuit, * and bar its progrefs, 

* Till Ihe's fecur'd. This is ray lail great flake; 

* Of dearer price than victory.' Away. 

. Eur. No, tyrant; Iwilldiefirft. Off, bafe ftives. 
Dare ye, dare earth-born peafants violate. 
With your rude touch, the majefty of king^ I 
Ah, Heaven 

Proc, Be quick j norliften to her raviag.^ 

Ejtfer Medon. 
Med, Undone, undone ! the poikrn gate is feiz*d^ 

That curs'd Leonidas- 

Proc. Ha ! fay'ft thou, Medon I 
Med. By hdl, our foes furround u& on each, hand ; 
We're taken in the toil. 
Proc. Unequal Powers ! 

D .3^ And 
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And have you then deceived me ? Rais'd me high 
With traicerous kindnefs, but to plunge me deeper' 
In howling defpe ration ? ^ Does the man, 

* Whom late my foot could fpurn, behold my fall ? 

* And fall I thus ; my great ambition dafh'd ; 

* My love unfatisfy'd ? Shall he yet revel 

* In her fond arms, and hear her curfe my name ?, 

* No ; fpite of Heaven, my ruin fhall be glorious, 

* A pomp of horrors. I will make this day 

* For ever mournful to his akin^ heart. 

* Ves, be fhall weep in blood amid the ihouts 

* Of vidtory.' One blow deftroys his triamphy 
And levels him at once to my deftru6lion. 

[He draws a dagger. 

Eur, Strike, tyrant, and complete thy monflrous crimes. 
See, thou pale coward ; fee, a woman braves 
Thy guilty dagger. 

Pnw. * Ha ! what's this I feel ? 

* A fliivering dew of horror fweats allVer me !* 
Some Power invifible arrefts my arm 1 

* It is Heaven's fecret hand.*— But (hall I lofe 
This only moment ? No ; be Arong, my heart ; 
Be fhut againft all human thoughts, and fcorn 
Thefe warrings of thy hoflile gods — 'Tis done« 

JEff/^r Polydore, Leonidas, andSoUiers\ Fo\y dorc pi^fies 
Procles ^ack iK>ith his Lance. 

PoU No, traitor! murderer ! no : Heaven is more jufl. 
Than to permit a life fo much its care 
To fall by thy vile hand. Secure the tyrant. 

[Ta his Saldiirs^ 
My mother ! 

Eur. Oh, my fon!^ 

Pol, Tranfporting joy ! 

Eur. Oh, ecftacy ! And do I fee thy face ? 
And do I hold thee in my trembling arms ?— • 
Thou darling of my love ! thou early hero ! 
Oh, thou haft fav'd us all ! 

Pal. This, this is triumph ! 
And I can alk ot bounteous Heaven no more* 
Was ever joy fo full ? 1 his feeble arm. 

Oh. 
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Oh, pride to tbink ! has far'd the facred lives 
From whom 1 drew my own. 
Eur. And is this poifible ? 
What fh»U I lay ? — But language all is poor 
Tofpeak the tender yearnings of my foul, 

Polydore ! did ever parents know 
Such tranfports as do thine ? Did ever Ton 
Deferve fo well of parents ?-^Good Leonida?, 

1 faw thee not before ; indeed I could not, 
My ey#s, my foul were fo clofe fix'don him* 
But fay, redouble this day's bli&, andfay^ 
Whence this amazing; change? 

Leon. My royal miftreTs, 
The gods have done this. One half of the ffeet^ 
As led by their peculiar hand, efcap'd 
. Yefterday's ruinous ftorm, and with the dawtt 
Enter'd the port unfeen ; their fecret landings 
Befriended by the morn's wide-hovering miitsw 
Ittflant, informed of bis great father's fate, 
Your Polydore, this gallant, royal youth, 
Pour'd forth his eager troops, and at their head,. 
Swift as heaven's darted fire, fiew towards Corinth^ 
Which opcn'd wide her arms to take him in. 
His fortune fpeaks the reft. 

Eur. O fovc reign goodnefs, 
Be thine the praife ; this is thy wond'rotts work* 
The King, how was he favM ? 
. Ijeon, Struck with his danger, 
The tyrant had to prefent dearh devoted 
His facred head. I counfell'd, and prevail'd 
(Procles ftill thought me his) in bonds to hold him^ 
As our fure pledge of fafety , fliould fuccefs 
Defert our arms. The following moment faw him 
Free from his chains, and forempit in the fight ■ ■ 
And hark ! thefe joyous ftrains proclaim his triumph* 

Mur, Retire, my fon ; I would not meet him here. 

[Exeunt Eviry dice y Polydore, anJ Mtlif^^ 
Enter Periander, Arifton, a?Hi Attendants, 

Per. [AfideJ] She flies — Thou coward. Guilt! — But 
hence that thought— [Advances towards Proc* 
At length the meafure of thy crimes is full : 
Thy high-plum'd pride lies bumbled hx the dufi; 

And 
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And awful Juftice comes^ array Mia^efrDri^ 
To make enquiry for the guilt that fwdU 
Thy black account. But I will check my hearty 
Nor learn of thee to triumph o'er the £alles» 
Bear him to prifon. 

Proc. Yqc, I will be free. 
And foon beyond thy power. Knowiog the worft^ 
I laugh at all to come. 

Per. [Ti^Mccl.l For thee, thou vile anc^ 
Thou pandar to thy mailer's luAs, thou fyi:ophm>C» 
(The moft pernicLuwi prefetit angry Heaven 
Can make to princes whom it means toblio^^ 
And ruin beyond mercy) thy juftdoom 
Is inftant. Spurn this (Uvc into the ftreets. 
The furious people, whom his earth-born pride 
Has tramp'ed on, and numerous rapines beggar'd^ 
Will find th' opprelfor out, and as they lear 
His guilty limbs, think all their wrongs oVpaid# 

[Exeunt Piocles and Medon j^Mir^'^ 
Leonidas, my father and preferver, . 
Rife to my arms. By Ive^^ven, *\be joy that fn^Uea 
• Upon thy brow, adds brightr.efs to the morn 1* 
This wonderous revojutioi^ of my fate, 
This change, that gives me back my crowB and tassit^ ' 
Rejoices me yet lefs, than that 1 owe 
The gift to thee. 

Leon, Oh, facred Sir, forbear \ 
The tranfport to behold you thus agaUi, 
Is great reward. Now ypvir old vaaa can (ay 
He has not livM -in vain. Ye bounteous Powers^ 
Difmifs me now in peace \ for } have feea 
My mafter blefs'd ! 

Per, No recompence can equal 
Such matchlefs goodnefs. But I will rep^y thee 
A way more pleaiiiig to a foul like thine, 
"By running ^lU in debt to all thy virtues. 
Thou know'il th* unhappy, e«vy'd ilate of kings j 
How perilous the height lb near to heaven t 
All round is precipice ; and on each hand, 
Foremod in place and truft, their deadliefl foes, 
Power, pafiion, plea fu re, wait to pulh them headlong* 
Thy life has rcdi'd thro' all the various round 

Of 
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t)f human chance ; and years of hoary thought, 
Cool and unpaffionate, have taught thee wifdom. 
- Be flill my guide, and fave me from the fnares ^ 

That thus befet me ; fave me from mylelf. 

Leon, My heart can only anfwer to this goodneS 
By filent gratitude and joy— But, Sir, 
Forgive me, if I fay, another care 
Demands your prefent thought. . 

Per. [Afide.] Fatal remembrance ! 
At once inflam'd my fmother'd rage burns up 
With fiercer blaze. He muft not know the purpofe 
With which my bofom labours— Yes, my friend, 
fi( that we'll talk anon ; but now I wifh 

An hour of privacy. Arifton, ftay. [Exit Ircon* 

Thus far have I reprefs'd the ilorm within me, 
Held down its furious heavings ; but they now 
Shall have full' flow. I am once more a king. 
My foe is in my hand, and breathes this air 
But till I doom him dead ; yet is not he 
So curs'd, fo ruin'd as his conqueror ! 

Arift. What do I hear, my Lord ? 

Per. Ah, good Arifton, 
The horrors of thy tale were true ! She hasj 
She has betrayed me. 

Arifti Since the Queen is fallen, , 

There is no truft in woman - 

Per, Nor no hope 
For wretched Periander. Not the grave 
Can hide me now from fcorn ; not length of dayff 
Will wear out this. Oh, never-dyinj^ (bame 1 
Worlds yet unfound will hear it ; and where'er 
The guilty tale is told, my fate will raife 
Bafe mirth, or bafer pity. 

Arifti Could the Queen 
Stoop to a thought of Procles ? Falfe, fond fex ! 
Unfix *d by realon, ever wandering wild, 
As fancy whirls, from folly on to folly, 
From vanity to vice. My gracious Lord^ 
She is beneath your anger. Caft her out 
From all yourioul, and be yourfelf ag^n* 
Refume that reafon, Sir 

Per, Away i Can reafon 

Arrcft 
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Arreft the whirlwind's wiagi or queuch the forefi^ 
Struck by the hand of Jove, when all its wooda 
In one bread confiagratiox} blaze to heaven ? 
' ris reafon makes me wretched ; for it tells me 
How Oiameful this mad confiidt of my pafiions : 
But does that flill their uproar ? Here, Ariilon, 
Works the wild florm that reafon cannot calm. 
I muft, I will have eafe. 

Arift^ You may ; but, Oh, 
The remedy is dreadful, and will give you 
Swoon'm^s and mortal agonies ! I tremble 
To mention it ; but fuch your foul's deep malady, 
No gentler cure can bring the health you want. 
Her death, my Lord ■■ ■ 

Per. Ha ! death— My foul (brinks back 
From the dre^d image. How ! for ever lofe her ! 
My queen, my \vife ! — Behold thofe eyes no mor^t 
That were the light of mine ! no longer he^ 
That voice, whole every found was harmony ! 
Of power to footh tumuUuoua rage, and helU 
The wounded heait of anguifli— Can it be I 
Ofi, mifery ! Why, why is this I 

Arifi. Alas, 
You lovelier flill, my Lord, and know it pot ! 

Per, Ye gods, why ajn I thus driv^jn ^ ^^s^frQ 
By every blaft that blows ? — It is too true, . 
A traitcrous foftnefs ileal s o'er my juft ri^ge^ ^ 
And melts me to the 4o-age of low pity. 
Oh, thou mean heart ! la fhe not faUe ? And I, 
Shall I fit down with tame dilhonour ? Take 
Pollution to my arms ? Grow viJely oW» 
A tale for drunkards in their wine ? The mirth 
Of midnight libertines, when they recount 
Their triumphs o'er bafe women ^ Np 1 ihe die> ; 
I tear her from my hreaft, the' the Ufs-rfream 
Should ilfue with her, "* Hear me^ then, Arlllon^^ 
Do thou prepare-a fecret draught of death. 
Of power moft fwift and bauelul| and be ready 
Upon my fatal famrnqos. 

Jrift, Spare me. Sir | 
1 like not this empby. 

Per* It muil be thine. 
r ' 'I have 
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I have ti0 frietid it) whom fb Cfufl but thee $ 

And (he (liali die— But think'ft tho«, good Afiflon, 

1 (hould not hear her firft ? 

* -<4r^. Hear her, my Lord ! 

* Would you then have her live ? 

* Per. No ; were my fate 

* lovolv'd in hers, (he ftiould not live. Butftll!,* 
Something within me cries that I fliould hearher. 
It is not, can't be love. 'Tis my revenge, 

All direful now, that would enjoy her tears. 
Her lyingoaths of innocence, her new 
And added perjuries ; then fink her down 
To the dark world, with all her crimes upon her. 

* j^rifi. You fee not, Sir, the danger of that meeting. 

* Is your heart proof againft the powerful charm 

* Of beauty foften'd into figbs, and meUtng 

* With the mild languor of imploring eyes, 

* More winning now, and ihedding gentler beams 

* Thro' fhoWtTs of forrow* Think you here behold her, 

* The kneeling charmer, lovely in her tears^ 

* Pleading for pity, finking at your feet, 

* And dying by your frown. 

* Per, Art thou my friend ? 

* Oh, mercilefs ! why doftthbu raife before me 

* This dangerous image ? 'Tls not to be barne. 

* My brain turns round with madhefs. Oh, ye Power! ! 

* Why am I not at quiet ? Why is life 

* Forc'd en the wretch who ftrofigly begs to die, 

* In bitternefs of foul ? Who alks no more 

* But the grave's fhade and filence, ther^ at laft 
'* To deep for ever, namelefs and forgotten ?* 

^rifi. ' Alas, for pity !*— I will talk no more 
On this diftrdfsftil thcme> 

Per. Arifton,"ftay. 
Spite of thefc tears, fpi«e of this fond diftfaAion, 
It fhall be done. A king may live unhappy, 
But not with lofs of honour unreveng'd. 

* 'Twas mad t6 think of this. I will not truft 

* My eyes againft the viritchcraft of her charms.* 
Then fummon all thy firmnefs. Oh, my foul ! 
And dare to be accurs'd, fince thy fad choice 

Ii fliameor mifery. I am refolv'dt 
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Ye gods who watch o'er the chafte marriage- bed. 
Thou Stygian Jove, and all ye powers infernal ! 
Behold, I kneel, as in your awful prefence : 
By thatinvilible, that dreaded lake, 
Th' irrevocable oath that binds even you, 
Here 1 pronounce, and feal her doom of death. 

Enter Eurydice ; Jhe kneth to I'eriander, nxjho^ after loei' 
ing at her fome time voith emotion y Jiings w^ay without 
J^eaking, 

JSur. Not hear me ! not vouchfafe me one poor word ! 
•Tis hard indeed — The wretch of many crimes, \RiJing^ 
Whom mercy dares not fave, is gentlier usM. - 
His rigid judge is lefs feverethan mine. 
Ye Powers, have I deferved this I Did my heart 
Ere harbour one loofe wifh ? Yourfelves can tell. 
The morning's orient beam is not more pure. 
More ftainle^han my truth. Was ever fate. 
Were ever woes like mine ? Even in the hour 
Of general joy to all, while pleafing hope 
Sprung faft within my heart, I find mylelf 
Undone for ever ; funk to rife no more. 
Not hear me ! — then I know my doom is fix'd. 
And (liall I flay to hear the foul furmifes, 
The fcurril taunts, thefalfe upbraiding pity. 
The keen revilings, that mufl uflier in 
My public fentence ? Can there be in death 
Such pangs, fuch piercing agonies ? Impoiiiblc ! 
Death is repofeand calm, is foft Elytium 
To thoughts like thefe. 1 will prevent their triumph| 
And fave myfelf this fhame. 'Tis but to lofc 
A few unhappy moments ; 'tis to reft 
The fooner from my cares ; to feel no more 
The bitternefs of mifery and infult 
That bait my weary foul. Then it is fix'd. 
Spite of the woman, no fond tear fhall flow, 
No figh arife, the coward fex fo fliew. 
When life is (hame, and glorious freedom nigh, 
A Grecian and a queen mufl dare to die. 

[Exit, 
End of the Fourtth Act, 

ACT 
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A .C T V. 

Periander walking dif ordered^ hcomdzs /ell^^\»g^ 

Leonidas* 

OMy lovMmafter ! have I lir'd to fee 
This fight of woe ? Alas I is this to conquer ? 
Are thefethe fruits of vldtory ? 

Per, AwAyl 
Why nam'ft thou viSory to me, a flave 
SubduM and tyranniz'd by his word foes 
His unrelenting paiiions ? Talk of ruin, 
And I will hcM- thee ; talk of hopelefs mifery ^ 
No other flrsun befits thy mafter's triumph. 

Leon. This is the language of fupreme diftre&. 
Impatient of itfelf. My gracious Lord, 
Forgive an old man^s talk, who would this moment. 
Might his poor life bring back your peace of mind. 
With joy refign it. 

Per. That were to bring back 
The dartefl fun-beam, * or recall the flight 
'* Of unreturning time.^ Oh, no ! my foul . 
Has bid the lail tarewel to happinefs, 
To hope itfelf. And yet I thank thy love, 
indeed I do — But leave me for a while* 
I would be private. 

Leon, Sir, I dare pot leave you— — 
Forgive thefe tears— I dare not leave you thus 
At variance with yourfelf. I read too plain 
The fetal thought that wakens in your bofom . 

Per* And wouldft thou have me live this abje6t thing ? 
This flaveof folly ? For I tell thee, blufhing 
With fhame and flrong abhorrence of myfelf, 
I cannot tear that woman from my foul, 
Falfe, faithlefs as flie is — Then I will die : 
That juft revenge is ftill within my power. 
Leon* O Jcaloufy, thou merciiefs deftroyer, 

* More cruel than the grave ! what ravages 

* Does thy wild war make in the nobleft bofoms '.' 
Too long, my Lord, you liflen to the whifpers ^ 
Of that domeftic foe, that bofom traitor. 

- For mercy's fake, throw not away fo raflily 

E The 
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The jclvcl of your foul. Some unfeen error 
Mifleads you from the truth, and ruiaa her* 
Grant her a moment^s audience 

Per. I have fworn 
That (he (hall die. 

Leon* Is then her facred life 
Of fo fmall price, to cafb her thus awa^r 
With blind precipitance? Your Queen, myLord, 
The faireft form, the moll exalted mind, 
Once fo ador'd and lov'd, to whom your foul 
Still cleaves with fondnefs ! Can you give her up^ 
The mother of your darling, Poljdore, 
Unheard, untry^'d, to death and infamy I 
Can you do this ? 

• Pttr^ Oh, thou, whofe eye beholds 

* And pities the frail heart of erring mani 

' Ruler of heaven and earth ! or flill thefe pafiions^ 

* That rage in temped here, or (Irike in mercy, 

* And free me from my pain What can I do ? 
^ My folemn vow is gone up to high heaven » 

* And would ft thou have me break it ? 

* Leon. That ralh oath 

* Nor docs, nor ought to bind. The gods refufe it, 

* Should you, too late, di(cover (he is wrongM ■■ ■ 

* Think on it well *Oh, what a life of horrors 

* Remains for you ! I tremble but tonamethenu 

* The fad and iilcnt meltings of vain forrow ; 

* The thorn of keen remone ; the fting of love, 

* Inflam'd by fond refledion, hourly iighing 

* For what he never, never hopes to find ; 

* With thefe, late- coming, but no more to leave you, 

* Defpair accursM. Dreadful fociety ! 

« Yet fuch will (hare. your day and night, and haunt 

* Your court, your throne, your folitude, your couch* • 

* Alas, my Lord !* 

Per. Oh, by my foufs ftrong angui(h, 
I would moft gladly blot. out from my thoughts 
All memory of paft time 1 I yet would queftion 
The waking evidence of every fenfe. 
To give her back that virtue, thofe fair beams 
That (hone on our firft loves. Then was I blcfsM 
Beyond the race of men , belov*d and loving, 

3 Honoured 
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HonourM and happy ; and my name as odour 
jPbur'd forth, and breathing frelhnefs all around. 
Ob, days of dear delight 1 That I could H^l 
Pbr ever there, and think no farther on I • 
J will, if poffible* 

I^ort, Oh, happy change I 
Confirm this gentle purpofe, favouring Heaven P 
X £y to.bring her hither. 
. Fer, Stay thee yet. 
1 would refolve,. but cannon Love and rage 
By turns aflail me ; melt fl?iC now to mercy, 
Now ronze me to dillradion Oh, my heart f 

Leofi. Then punilh the folc caufeof all your pangs r 
On the great criminal, on Procks' head 
Difcharj^e the fulnefs of a righteous vengeance. 
And juftify the gods* Let the rack tear 
The traitor's limbs ; and as he howls with anguifh^ 
Extort confeffion from him of the lies. 
The dark afperlions, that have well nigh ruin'di 
Your injurM, virtuous Queen, and tortur'd you. 

Per, Wh«t hafl thou done ? Oh, that detcllednamar 
Thou know*fl not half my madnefs — that curs'd name 
Has fet my brain on blaze, and callM up there 
Ten thoafand furies. Hell ! hail thou not heard 
What fliame and fcorn, what vilenefs and confuiioa 
He heap'd upon my head*^and (he the caufe ? 

Leon. Oh^ Heaven ! and is this retribution thine ? 
Muft virtue know what vice alone ihould feel ? 

Per. Forbear, fond^ man. That Heaven thdu dar'ft 
Juft, tho' myfterio_us, leads us on unerring, [accufe^ * 
Thro* ways unmark'd, from guilt to punilhmcnt. 
I vow'd, alas ! and with ftrong adjurations 
Bound that juft vow, to fet my country free* 
This, to my father, on .his bed of death. 
Solemn I fwore— rBut, Oh, blind luil of greatnefs ! 
Thro* wantonnefs of will I lightly weigh'd it. 
Nor fear'dthe hour of terrible account. 
That hour is come: and what avails it now 
That I with equal hand and gentle rule 
Have fway*d my people ? I am punilh'd moft^ 
Where I had hid my foul be moil fecure 
Of happinefs for years— —Ha ! Polydorc ! 

£ 2 Enter 
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Enter Poljrdorc. 
I faid I would be private. ] 

Pol. Oh, my father ! i 

Here let me kneel forever, weep thefe eyes 
To blindnefs, and ne'er know a thought of comfort* 

Pfr, What would my Polydore ? j 

Pel, Alas ? what means i 

This common face of woe that meets my fight 
'Where'er I turn ? Even now, while happy Corinth 
Blazer with trFumph ; while the neighbouring fhortg 
Refound to heaven her voice of general joy, 
'J'he palace is in tears. Her iilent courts 
Are dark with mourning, as if Death and Ruin, I 

NotVi6tory, had fix'd their manfion here. i 

Per* There is a caufe, ray fon, a dreadful one. i 

But leave me to myfelf. i 

P»U Am I then grown I 

A horror to your eyes ? What is my crime, i 

'i'hat thus, with alienated look, yoirturn | 

As frbm fome baleful objed ? Yet, my father, | 

Oft have you fworn, that in this face you faw, i 

And lov'd your darlirg Queen, | 

Per. Awajr, thy looks, * \ 

Thy words diftra^ me. 

. P^/. Whither (hall I fly? i 

Where hide this hated head ? My mother toOy I 

As now I left her, prefling full her eyes \ 

With iix'd and earneft mournfulnefs on mine, | 

Sdream'd into tears ; then.clafp'd me toherbofom ^ j 

With fuch fad paflion, fuch tranfported tremblings,, ] 

As parting lovers thatmufl meet no more. 
I begg'd to know the caufe : again (he prcfs'd me 
With fonder eaigernefs, and fighing cry'd, 
Say to the King, my'hcart has never err'd, 

P/r. By Heaven, my foul melts at the piteous tale, 
O Polydore ' 

Enter an Officer, 

Off, My Lord, the prifoner, Medon, 
Attends, and prays admittance to yourprefcnce. 

Per, Ha ! Medon ! Doft thou dream ? Medon alive I 
Did I not charge thee (lri£t to caft him forth 

That 
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That moment to the fury of the people t' 
How haft thou dar'd to difobey ? . 

Of. Dread Sir, 
As to his fate I led him, pale and trembling^ 
Ajt fight of the tumultuous crowd around, 
With utmoft inflance he requefbedof me 
To fave him yet a moment ; for he had 
Secrets of prime concernment that required 
The King's immediate ear. We hardly 'fcapM 
Into the fouthern tower ; th' unnumber'd rabble. 
With cries and threats^ demanded forth their foe* 
' At hazard of my life I ventured down, 
Sooth'd, flatter'd, promised them they fhould have judice. • 
l^hey are but now difpers'd. 

P/T. Leonidas,* 
My heart mifgives me at that mifcreant's name.- 
But let him enten 

Enter MedoQ. 
Med. O Kin^, renown'dforgentlenefs and mercy ^ 
The noblefFpraiie ! fee proftrate at your feet 
A criminal, who comes to merit parcfen, 
By fair difcovery of fome weighty truths, 
That much import your foul's repofe and health. 

Per. Say on ; and if thy heart has fprm'd a hope 
Of one hour's after-life^ take heed thy tale 
Be ftridly juft to truth. 

Med. Thus groveling^ here. 
With fhanie and (harp remorfe I own my crime. 
Milled by that ufurper, who, with me. 
Now (hares the due reward of guilt like ours, 
To pleafure him, unhappy that I was ! 
I told, I know not what of your good Queen.. 
Would I had periflv'd firil ! for all was falfe,. 
And file moft innocent. 

Per. Perdition on thee ! 
What do I hear ? 

Med. 1 fiU'd Arifton's ears 
With monflrous tales, which his plain honc(fy,. 

Alas ! too rafhly credited 

Prr.. Ye gods! 
And could your thunder deep ? Pernicious dare (' 
Hadfl thou as many lives as crimes, not one^ 

• E 3 Should 
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Should 'fcapc my jufticc— — * Ah, Leonida$ ! 

* Wag ever fuch black treachery ?'— Forgive thee ! 

* Thy doom fliall be of fignal dread and warning 

* To all fuccecding minions.* Drag him hence, 

\To the Guar Jsm 
And guard him at the peril of your heads. 

• [Exit Medon guariti* 

Leon, Amazing villainy ! 

Per. Oh,fly, myfon! 
Find the poor mourner out, and in my name 
Say all that weeping penitence can plead. 
Or love returning promife. My full heart 
Will more than make it good. And may the power 
Of foft perfuafion wait upon thy lips. [Exit Polydore. 
As from enchantment freed, the mifts difperfe 

Bv which my eyes were held That injured fair ! 

ri(3w fliall I meet her foft forgiving look, 
Whom I fo much. have wrong'd J 

Leon. Thrice happy tura 
Of unexpedcd fate I 

Per. But let me fly 
Into her gentle arms ; there lofe the horrors 
That have diilraifted me; there lofe my felf 
. In loveV ecflatic joys* 

£«/rrArifton. 
In happy titpe 

Thou com'ft, Arifton. We were both deceiv*^^ 
And I revoke my order. But curs'd PhKles 
Shall pay me dear for all, 

jlrifi. He has, my Lord, 
And the fad tale is terrible. I flirink 
But to recount it. Slumbering confciencc rou^y^ 
And flafbing iti his face the fVartling profpe£t 
Of his pall life, furious he da(h*d his head 
Againft his prifon walls. I fountl^ him fallen ; 
A piteous fpe6lacle ; rolling in blqod^ 
De form 'd with pain : for agonizing death 
Sat hideous on his brow. F'aintly he drew 
His parting breath ; yet all that breath went forth 
In blafphemies aflaulting Heaven with curfes, 
The ravings of defpair, for fruftrating 
His impious purpofc on the Queen. 

Pfr; 
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Per. How dreadful 

* This period to a Kfellke his I* The hand 

Of Heaven is greatly juft— But,.Oh, my friends;^ 
Thefe ftrange events have well nigh overturn'd 
This tottering brain. I feel I know not what . 
Of joy and terror, high amaze and tranfport. 
All blended here, and working in wild tumult. 
^ Leon. 'Tis but the motion of a troubled fea, 

* After fore tempefl finking to a calm. 

* All will be well, my Lord. Repofe and health 

* Await you in her arms. What blifs is is yours I 

* A fecond union of your meeting fouls ! 

* A better nuptial morn, with love new-rifing, 
*• To ihine for ever !' 

Enter Melifla. 

Per. Meliffaf'-Ha! fpsak 

Mel. Oh, my royal miftrefs ! 
The dews of death are cold upon her brow» 

Per. What mean thy fatal words ? 

Mel, Falfely accus'd 
Of what her foul moft loaths, and to defpair . 
By your unkindnefs urg'd, the Queen, alas ! 
Has drunk a deadly draught. 

Per. Oh, heaven and earth f 
Are thefe at lift my hopes ? 'Tis I— Oh^ horror f 
*Ti8 I have murder'd her ^ 

SCENE openings Mf covers Eurydice filing y Polydore 
kneeling hy her. * 

Ye righteous gods ! 

Oh, give her back to life, and to your juftice 
I bow this guilty head ? ■ ■ What's to be done ? 
Leonidas, Arifton, fly, my friends, 

* Call, gather all our fages ; bid them try 

« Their fovcrei'gn fKill,' My crown to him that faves ke^Tr 

Eur. It cannot be. Already death invades 
My fliivering bofom. Yet a little moment. 
And I (hall be with thofe that reft for ever. 
But here, in this laft awful hour,, i fwear. 
By that dread world, whither ray foul is parting, 
I never knew pollution. lamftill 
Your true and loyal wife* 
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Ptr. I know thou art, 
Thou dying innocence. My f^tal blindnefs, 
Deflru^ion on nny head ! has ruin'd thee. 
My life ! my foui's bed joy I and rauft I lofe thee > 
Lofe thee for ever ?— Wretch ! rafti fool !— Oh, yet 
Forgive my madnefs ! 

Eur, Thus, in thy lov'd arms 
Each unkind thought ii loft. Now I die pleas'd r 
Now all is well— Death ! thou art here — {DieTm 

Mel. Ah, ilie expires ! The h& dim mift fwims o^r 
Her clofing eyes I 

Per, One moment, thou fair, fpirit, 
One moment tarry forme — ^Thus we joiny 
To part no more— {He draws bufvaordtojlab htmfe^ 

Artfi. Ah ! Sir 

Leon* My Lord, wliat means 
This fatal fury ? 

Per, Cruel men, away. 
And would you then detain me longer here 
On this loath'd fpot, to linger out old age 
With darknefs and defpair? Tocurfethehour 
That gave a murderer birth ? Would you, my frienJ$^ 
Have me live thus ? 

Arift. TTe gods, afluage his grief ! 

Per. Thefe righteous gods have caft me off for ever^. 
My broken vow— Oh, terrible 1 it hangs, 
A buriling thunder, o'er my head. * I fee, 

• And tremble at the fight, th' encjuiring judge, 

^ Beyond thefe heavens, high on his throne of terron^ 

* His fix*d and dread regard turn'd full upon me ! 

• And look, behold, the minifter of vengeance 

* But waits his nod to flrike me thro* the centre I* 
PoL Alas, my father!—— 

Per. O my fon, my fon ! 
I have undone thee too. How dare I look 
On that dear face, where thy lofl mother's fweetnefs 
Smiles (Irong reproach, and charms me into madnefs? 
Then Crewel, reafon ; farewel, human converfe ; 
Sun, day, and time, farewel I — All hail, defpair ! 
Eternal darknefs, hail 1— ^Say'ft thou IVeloft her ?- 
No, no ; we will not part. Thus let me pr^g 
Her clay-cold lips, thus weep my foul av«y t 
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On her chaftc bofom here. Oh, yet, my love I 
My better life ! Oh, yet lift up thy eyes 1" 
Oh, fpeak to me ! 

Leon. AJas, (he hears you not !* 
The foul is fled forever^ 

Per. O my Queen ! 

[He tbroivs bimfdf hy the hody \ the rejl Jland 'xeeplni^ 
and Jilentn 

Arift. Gently raife him. 

Per. [Raifing himfelf up^ Ha ! there — favc me ! 'tit 
he! the King of terrors ! 
Lo, how the ghaftly vjiion glares upon me 
With his fix'd beamlefs eyes ! — What path is this, 
Dreary and deep, thro' which he drags me on ? 

* Blefs me ! — look there — what (bivering forms are thcfc, 

* Thin as the palling air, that fkim around me I 

* And now th' infernal world hath (hut me in.* 
But fee the Furies arm'd ! fee their fell ferpcnts,. 
That rouze themfelves to fting me ! Is there none^ 
No power, to fcreen them from me ? 

L.eon. Gracious Sir, 
Where is that patience 

Ver. Soft — I fee her plain. 
Yonder on high (he fits amid the gods, 
Who wonder at her charms — And dofl thou foiHt 
Upon thy murderer ?— Thus let me kneel, 
And, weejping, woriliipthee— Ha! fceft thou th«re 
Yon flaming pool ? And what damn'd foul is that^ 
Rifing from the mid deeps, that beckons me ? 
He wafts me dill — By hell, 'tis hated Procles, 
The caufe of all my ruin 1 — Traitor, yes, 
I come, I fly, to plunge thee deeper ftill 
In this red fea of tortures Oh ! ■ ■ 

Arifi. He dies ! 

P^/. Olr, matchlefs horror! 

Leon* Bear him gently hence. 
Was ever light like this ?— .O Jcaloufy, 
This is thy dreadful work. May future times 
Learn here thy power, and mark, with heedful eyes^ 
From thy blind rage what mighty mifchiefs rife. 

End of the Fifth Act. 

EPI. 
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Written by Aarok .Hill, Efq. 
Spoken by a Girl in Boy's cloaths,. ^^'PPi^g in haftiry^ 

f^H^ gentlemen / — Fm c^me^ lui-was not Jent ye r 

A "Joluntier'-^Prqy^ does my fitce content ye T 
Mian J I am yours ; feXy. hlefi*d as Hcanfen can make ye j 
And from this timCy 'weak woman^ I forfake ye^ 
Wljo d Be a ivife^ ivhen each ne^jo play can teach uSy 
l^&%\jhat fine ends thefe lords of ours hefeech us f 
At firft^ vjhate^er they doy tljty do-^fo charming ! 
But mark fwhat follows ; frightful^ and alarming / 
7hey feed tdo fafl on love, then Jick*ning fell us^ 
ihey canity forfeothy he kind — hecaufe they^rc jpalo»s». 

Who ivould he 'woman ^ tf^n^. to fgh and fijfery 
Andvjijhy andtvetit-'^fir the Jlonxj-coming fr-offer t 
I^ot I-^fqrevjel to petticoats andjlitching^ 
And welcome dear^ dear hreecheSy more hewitching, 
Henceforth y new-moulded^ Pll rove, love^ andwander^. 
And fight y and form, and char m^ — like Periander* 
}9orH for this dapper age, perty Jborty and clever \ 
If e^er I grow a man^ tis now\ or never^ 

Welly but what conduSt fuits this transformation ^ 
JTH copy fome fmart foul of converfation. 
Should there he- wary F d talk cf fields and trenches j 
Should there he peace, Vdtoafi ten favourittwenchesm. 
Should The lonrd — Gadfo ! how then ? No matter ; 
/V/ hoWy as you doy and look fooUjB at her. 
And foy who knowsy that never means to prove ye^ 
JBut rm as good a man as any of ye f 

Welly *tis a charming frolic, and Vll do^tr. 
Sirs, have I your confentf Wljat fay ye to^t f 
Tet hold — Perhaps the/ll dread a rival heau ; 
/ may he what I feem, for aught they, kno'iv. 
LadieSy farewel — I Jhould he loth to leave yt^ 
Could ah increafe of pretty fellows grieve ye : 
Each, like n^felf, devoted ne^er to harm ye y 
And full eu fit ^ no douht^ to ferve and charm ye,. 
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